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PREFACE. 


It is now generally understood and admitted, that 
no metrical form of words has ever been prescribed by 
lawful authority for congregational singing in our 
Churches. The arrangement and superintendance of 
this delightful and edifying part of our public worship 
appears to have been left to the discretion of the 
Clergy.* 

It has been the anxious desire of the Editor of 
the present selection of Psalms and Hymns, to adapt 
it as much as possible to our beautiful and Scriptural 
Liturgy; and to render it acceptable to the devout 
worshippers of the Church of England. With that 
view he has diligently examined the most approved 
collections of sacred poetry, in order that he might 
extract whatever appeared best adapted to his purpose, 
Two objects have been chiefly designed, First, to 

-provide an extensive selection of the best versions of 
Psalms that could be obtained:—of which 251 por- 
tions have been extracted from various sources, Se- 

condly, to provide a selection of Hymns for every 


® See Statute 2 & 3, Edward vi.c. L a. 7. Queen Elizabeth’s 
injunctions 1559. Sec also the rubric after the third Collect 
in the daily service, in which the term Anthem denotes, (ac- 
cording to its ancient meaning) any holy song either in prose 
: metre; either in the words of Scripture or grounded upon 
em. 


ik. 


Sunday and Holy Day throughout the year, having 
an especial reference to the Proper Lessons, Collect, 
Epistle, or Gospel, for the day: together with some 
additional Hymns relating to the Sacraments and oc- 
casional Offices of the Church; and afew Hymns and 
Doxologies for the close of Divine Service, when 
nothing more appropriate to the peculiar topic of 
Pulpit instruction could be chosen from the Book at 
large. And he can truly say, that he has spared nei- 
ther time, nor labour, in order to the attainment of 
these objects:—how far he has succeeded must be 
left to others to judge. 


The Editor was induced to undertake this work, 
because the selection used in his own Churches had 
been long out of print, and he deemed it necessary 
to adopt the present plan, in consequence of an earnest 
desire for an enlarged selection, having been expressed 
by many, towards whom he entertains a most affec- 
tionate regard. 


The glory of God manifested “in the unsearch- 
able riches of Christ ;" together with the comfort 
and edification of “the Church which He hath pur- 
chased with his own most precious blood ;” being the 
grand end aimed at in this selection: the Editor 
humbly commends it with fervent prayer to the Divine 
blessing. 


Sudbury, 24th December, 1839. 


SELECT PORTIONS 
OF 


PSALMS. 


PSALM I —v. 1, 2, 5, 6,7. 


TPRRICE happy he, who shuns the way 
That leads ungodly men astray ; 

Who fears to stand where sinners meet, 

Nor with the scorner takes his seat. 


The law of God is his delight ; 

That cloud by day, that fire by night, 
Shall be his comfort in distress, 

And guide him through the wilderness. 


Not so the. wicked ;—they are cast 
Like chaff upon the eddying blast ; 

In judgment they shall quake for dread, 
Nor with the righteous lift their head. 


For God hath spied their secret path, 
And they shall perish in his wrath ; 
He too hath mark’d his people’s road, 
And brings them to his own abode. 

A 2 


PSALMB. 


II.—v. 6, £1, 12. 


Tuus saith the Lord, «On Zion’s hill, 
My King his throne maintains : 

‘Tis fixt—my purpose I'll fulfil ; 
Jesus, Messiah, reigns |” 


“With holy joy approach his throne, 
With sacred fear draw nigh, 

Do homage to th’Incarnate Son, 
Lest in his wrath ye die. 


His anger kindling to a flame, 
In ruin shall descend : 

Blest are the men, who trust his name. 
And on his grace depend. 


IlI.—pa RT 1 o—V, 1—5. 


Tue Tempter to my soul hath said 
“ There is no help in God for thee :” 
Lord, lift thou up thy servant’s head 
My glory, shield, and solace be. 


Thus to the Lord I rais’d my cry; 

He heard me from his holy hill ; 

At his command the waves roll'd by ; 
He beckon’d, and the winds were still. 


I laid me down and slept ;—I woke; 
Thou, Lord, my spirit didst sustain ; 
Bright from the east the morning broke, 
Thy comforts rose on me again. 


PSALMS. 


PART 11.—Vv. 3, 4, 8. 


Jehovah thou art my defence ; 
On thee my hopes rely: 

Thou art my glory, and shalt raise 
My worthless head on high. 


Since whensoe’er in deep distress 
To God I made my prayer, 

He heard me from his holy hill; 
Why should I now despair ? 


Salvation to the Lord belongs, 
He only can defend, 

His blessing he extends to all, 
Who on his grace depend. 


PART I11.—v. 5. 


New every morning is the love 

Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 


New mercies each returning day, 

Hover around us, while we pray ; 

New perils past, new sins forgiv'n, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heav'n. 


IV.—PART 1I.—v. 2, 3, 4, 5. 


How long, ye sons of men, will ye 
The servant of the Lord despise, 
Delight yourselves with vanity, 
And trust in refuges of lies 7 
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PSALMS. 


Know that the Lord hath set apart 
The godly man in ev'ry age; 

He loves a meek and lowly heart ; 
His people are his heritage. 


Then stand in awe, nor dare to sin ; 
Commune with your own heart ; be still 
The Lord requireth truth within, 

The sacrifice of mind and will. 


PART I1.—v. 6, 7, 8, 9. 


While worldly minds impatient grow, 
More prosp’rous times to see, 

Still let the glories of thy face 
Shine brightly, Lord! on me. 


So shall my heart o’erflow with joy, 
More lasting and more true 

Than their's, who stores of corn and wine 
Successively renew. 


Then down in peace I'll lay my head, 
And take my needful rest : 

No other guard, O Lord! I need, 
Of thy defence possest. 


V.—v. 4, 5, 8, 12, 13. 


On thee, O God of purity ! 
We wait for hallowing grace: 

None without holiness shall see, 
The glories of thy face. 


PSALMS. 


In souls unholy and unclean, 
Thou never canst delight ; 

Nor shall they, while unsav'd from sin, 
Appear before thy sight. 


Lead us in all thy righteous ways, 
Nor suffer us to slide ; 

Make plain thy paths before our face, 
And be our constant guide. 


O may we ne'er to evil yield, 
Defended from above, 

Secur'd and cover'd by the shield 
Of thy almighty love ! 


VI.—vERSION 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4, 9. 


O, spare me, Lord; nor o’er my head 
The fulness of thy vengeance shed ! 
With pitying eye my weakness view ; 
Heal my vex'd soul: my strength renew ! 


And, O, if yet my sins demand 

The wise corrections of thy hand, 

Yet, give my pains their bounds to know ; 
And fix a period to my wo! 


Thy suppliant’s voice attentive weigh ; 

And bid, O, bid thy heav’nly ray 

With healing influence o’er me rise, 

Ere death's dark slumber close my eyes. 
A4 


PSALMS. 


E’en while affliction’s weight I bear, 
Thy mercy, Lord, dispels my fear: 
My hopes on thy salvation rest, 

And fill with conscious joy my breast. 


VERSION I1.—v. 2, 3, 4. 


Mercy alone can meet my case; 
For mercy, Lord, I cry! 

Jesus, Redeemer, shew thy face 
In mercy, or I die. 


Save me, for none besides can save, 
At thy command I tread, 

With fainting steps, life’s stormy wave ; 
—The wave goes o'er my head. 


I perish, and my doom were just ; 
But wilt thou leave me ?—No: 

I hold thee fast, my hope, my trust ; 
I will not let thee go. 


VIL—v. 8, 10, 11, 18. 


Tue Lord is Judge: before his throne 
All nations shall his justice own : 
O may my soul be found sincere, 
And stand approv’d with courage there. 


The Lord, in righteousness array’d, 
Surveys the world his hands have made ; 
Pierces the heart, and tries the reins, 
And judgment from on high ordains. 


PSALMS. 


My God, my shield! around me place 
The shelter of the Saviour’s grace ; 
Then, when thine arm the just shal] save, 
My life shall triumph o’er the grave. 


Lord, for thy righteousness, I'll raise 
To thee th’eternal song of praise : 
Jehovah, Lord most high! thy name 
With endless honours 1’ll proclaim. 


VIII.—version 1.—v. J, 4, 5, 9. 


O THov to whom all creatures bow, 
Within this earthly frame ! 

Thro’ all the world how great art thou ! 
How glorious is thy name ! 


When heav’n, thy beauteous work on high, 
Employs my wondring sight ; 

The moon that nightly rules the sky, 
With stars of feebler light: . 


Lord ! what is man or man’s frail race, 
Who dwells so far below, 

That thou should’st visit him with grace, 
And love his nature so ! 


That thine Eternal Son should bear 
On earth a mortal form ; 
Made lower than the angels are, 
‘lo save a dying worm ! 
A 5 


10 PSALMS. 


Jesus, our Lord! how wondrous great 
Is thine exalted name ! 

The glories of thine heav'nly state. 
Let the whole earth proclaim. 


VERSION I1.—v. I, 3, 4. 


O Lorp, our King, how excellent, 
Thy name on earth is known! 
Thy glory in the firmament 
How wonderfully shown ! 


When I behold the heavens on high, 
The work of thy right hand ; 

The moon, and stars, amid the sky, 
Thy lights in every land :— 


Lord, what is man, that thou should’st deign 
On him to set thy love, 

Give him on earth awhile to reign 
Then fill a throne above ? 


IX.—v. 1, 2, 10, 11. 


To celebrate thy praise, O Lord ! 
Do thou my heart prepare ; 
Then will I to the list’ning world 
Thy wondrous works declare. 


The thought of them shall to my soul 
Exalted pleasure bring ; 

Whilst to thy name, O thou Most High ! 
Triumphant praise I sing. 


PSALMS. 


All those who have thy goodness prov’d, 
Will in thy truth confide ; 

Whose mercy ne’er forsook the man 
Who on thy help relied. 


Sing praises, therefore, to the Lord ; 
From Sion, his abode; 

Proelaim his deeds, till all the world 
Confess no other God. 


X.—v. 18, 19, 20. 


Jehovah reigns, your tribute bring, 
Proclaim the Lord th’eternal King : 
Crown him, ye saints, with holy joy, 
His arm shall all your foes destroy. 


Thou, Lord, ere yet the humble mind 
Had form’d to pray’r the wish design’d, 
Hast heard the secret sigh arise, 
While, swift to aid, thy mercy flies, 


Thy Spirit shall their heart prepare, 
Thine ear shall listen to their pray'r: 
Thou righteous judge ! Thou pow’r divine 
On thee the fatherless recline. 


XI.—v. 4, 5, 6, 8. 


The Lord in heav'n his throne prepares, 
There all his glories shine ; 
Thence the whole earth his wisdom shares 
With providence divine. 
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| PSALMS. 


Though by his hand the just are tried, 
Still faithful is his love : 

But sinners arm'd with pow’r and pride, 
His holy hatred move. 


In righteousness the righteous Lord 
Hath plac’d his whole delight : 

And saints his mercy shall record, 
In realms of endless light. 


XITI.—v. 7, 8. 


Thy words, Thou Majesty divine! ° 
Pure as the heav’nly brightness shine : 
How firm my hope, how calm my breast, 
When with thy word of promise blest ! 


Thy word, like silver in the flame, 
Still unconsum’d, remains the same; 
Tho’ the seventh fire intensely glows, 
Pure, and more pure, the metal flows. 


Thy saints, who on this word confide, 

Thy hand from man’s proud pow’r shall hide: 
O’er every foe thy grace shall raise, 

And claim their everlasting praise. 


XITI.—-v. 3, 4, 5, 6. 


Lord, my God, thine ear incline, 
Bending to the pray’r of faith: . 
Cheer mine eyes with light divine, 
Lest I sleep the sleep of death: | 


PSALMS. 


How will all my foes rejoice, 

If my sinking spirit fails ; 
Boasting with triumphant voice, 
‘‘See, our arm of pow’r prevails.” 


But on mercy I rely, 

Mercy, heav nly Lord, impart ! 
Mercy brings salvation nigh, 
Mercy shall rejoice my heart: 
Lord, I lift my voice in praise, 
All thy bounty to adore: 
From eternity thy grace 
Flows, increasing evermore ! 


XIV.—v. 1, 2, 9, 10, 11. 


‘¢ No God,” —the foolish sinner cries, 
And sends his gloomy fears away : 
His heart corrupt the law defies, 

In sin’s delusive paths to stray. 


But, ah! when earthly hopes have fail’d, 
Where can the trembling soul confide ? 
Guilt frights the troubled mind, assail'd 
With numerous causeless fears beside ! 


Who, then, shall save the impious race, 
So stain’d with guilt, so sunk in wo? 
On Calv’rys mount behold the grace ! 
From Zion see salvation flow ! 
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14 | PSALMS. 


Our ransom’d souls, our joyful voice, 
The great Deliv’rer shall proclaim : 
Let Jacob's tents aloud rejoice, 

And Israel shout the Saviour’s name. 


XV.—-v. 1, 2. 3, 7. 


Who, great God, with favour blest 
Shall within thy temple rest ? 
Who, protected: by thy love, 
Dwell on Zion’s mount above ? 


He, who with an heart sincere, 
Walks directed by thy fear : 
Rules of righteousness divine 
Daily in his practice shine. 


He, who thus his ways approves, 
Never from thy favour moves : 
Jesu’s glories here we see, 
Teach us, Lord, to copy thee. 


XVI.—v. 10, 11, 12, 


What tho’ I yield my fainting breath, 
And sink amidst the shades of death! 
My body to the tomb resign ! 

I am the Lord’s, the Lord is mine ! 


My heart exults—with dying voice, 
My soul (my glory) shall rejoice ! 

Soon shall I triumph o'er the grave, 
Since thou hast sov’reign pow’r to save.. 


PSALMS. 15 


From thence the Lord, my Saviour rose, 
There shall my flesh in hope repose : 
My rising Lord, by faith I see, 

Secures the victory to me. 


From its long sleep my flesh shall wake, 
Shall rise—and death's dominion break : 
Jesus hath led the wondrous way, 
To life—to bliss—to endless day ! 


XVIT.—v. 7, 16. 


O thou all-gracious, Lord most High! 
Thy servants, who on thee rely, 
Though earth or hell beset them round, 
In thy right hand have vict’ry found. 


How rich the grace! the love how great! 
Which daily near thy servants wait ! 

To me—while sojourning below, 

Thy wondrous loving-kindness show. 


Thus shall my joyful hopes arise, 
Beyond the grave, above the skies: 
To see thy face in glory shine, 
Array'd in righteousness divine ! 


When from the dust of death I wake, 

My soul thy image shall partake ; 

And, in thy glorious likeness drest, 

Shine bright, with full contentment blest. 
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PSALMS. 


AVIII.—rarr 1.—v. l, 2, 8. 


No change of times shall ever shock 
My firm affection, Lord, to thee; 
For thou hast always been a rock, 
A fortress and defence to me. 


O my Redeemer, and my God! 

My trust is in thy saving power: 
Thou art my shield, from foes abroad, 
At home, my safeguard and my tow’r. 


To thee, I will address my pray’r, 
(To whom all praise we justly owe :) 
So shall I, by thy watchful care, 

Be guarded from my treach’rous foe. 


PART 11.—v. 9, 10. 


The Lord descended from above, 
And bow’'d the heavens most high, 

And underneath his feet he cast 
The darkness of the sky. 


On Cherubim and Seraphim 
Full royally he rode, 

And on the wings of mighty winds 
Came flying all abroad. 


PART I11.—v. 47, 48, 50, 51. 


Lo! the Lord Jehovah liveth, 
He’s my rock, I bless his name; 
He my God, salvation giveth, 
All ye lands exalt his fame. 


PSALMS. 


God, Messiah's cause maintaining, 
Shall his righteous throne extend ; 

O’er the world, the Saviour reigning, 
Earth shall at his footstool bend. 


Now in him my soul rejoices, 
Shouting “ glory to his name :” 
Heathen lands shall hear—their voices 
Shall Jehovah’s grace proclaim. 
Vict’ry hath his arm appointed 
To his Christ: (let all adore !) 
Mercy, to his King anointed, 
To his seed for evermore ! 


XIX.—PART I.—V. l, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, Fe 


Thy glory Lord, the heaven’s declare, 
The firmament displays thy skill ; 

The changing clouds, the viewless air, 
Tempest and calm thy word fulfil ; 

Day unto day doth utter speech, 

And night to night thy knowledge teach. 


Though voice nor sound inform the ear, 
Well known the language of their song, 
When one by one the stars appear, 
Led by the silent moon along, ; 
Till round the earth, from all the sky, 
Thy beauty beams on every eye. 
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Wak'd by thy touch, the morning sun 
Comes like a bridegroom from his bower, 
And, like a giant, glad to run 

His bright career with speed and power ; 
—Thy fiaming messenger, to dart 

Life through the depth of Nature’s heart. 


While these transporting visions shine 
Along the path of Providence, 

Glory eternal, joy divine, 

Thy word reveals, transcending sense ; 
~My soul thy goodness longs to see, 
Thy love to man, thy love to me.. 


* 


PART I11.—Vv. l, 2, 3, 4. 


The sky's a vail, the outward scene 
Proclaims the majesty within ; 

Whose boundless light, though hid behind, 
Breaks out too great to be confined. 


The heav'n thy glorious impress wears, 
Thine image glitters in the stars: 

The firmament, thine high abode, 
Seems too the spangled robe of God. 


Whene’er its beauties I admire, 

Its radiant globes direct me higher ; 
In silent praise they point to thee, 
All light, all eye, all majesty ! 


PSALMS. 


Yes, Lord, each shining orb declares 
Thy name in dazzling characters: 

Like precious gems they dart their rays, 
And seem to form a crown of praise. 


PART 1l11.—v. 7, 8, 10, 11. 


Thy law, O God! converts the soul, 
There, all perfection lies ; 

Sure are thy testimonies, Lord, 
They make the simple wise. 


How just the statutes of thy word! 
They glad th’ enraptur’d heart } 

To darken’d eyes, thy pure commands 
Their heav‘nly light impart. 


When all the glories of thy word 
_ My wond’ring eyes behold, 

Not faiey from the comb’s so sweet, 
Nor shines the finest gold. 


Lord! by thy word, thy servant stands 
Enlighten’d and reprovd ; 

Sure the reward, and sweet the peace, 
When practis'd and belov’d. 


PART Iv.—v. 7, 8. 


Thy glorious word Almighty God; 
is for our light and guidance giv’n ; 
It sheds a lustre all abroad, 


And points the path to bliss and heav'n. 


19 


20 


PSALMS. 


It fills the soul with sweet delight, 
And quickens its inactive pow’rs ; 

It sets our wand'ring footsteps right, 
Displays thy love and kindles ours. 


Its promises rejoice our hearts ; 
Its doctrines are divinely true ; 
Knowledge and pleasure 1t imparts ; 
It comforts and instructs us too. 


Ye British Isles, who have this word, 
Ye saints who feel its saving pow’r, 
Unite your tongues to praise the Lord ; 
And his distinguish’d grace adore ? 


XX.—v. 1, 3, 4, G. 


The Lord Messiah’s prayer attends, 
When all our guilt afflicts his soul : 
The name of Jacob’s God defends, 
When o’er his head the billows roll. 


On Calv’ry’s mount consuming fire 
Th’ accepted sacrifice declares ; 
There he completes his heart’s desire, 
And to his throne the glory bears. 


Messiah reigns on Zion’s hill, 
There shall his Church his triumph prove : 
He reigns—his purpose to fulfil, 
His counsels of eternal love. 


PSALMS. 


PART IL—v. 5. 


Salvation! O the joyful sound ! 
What pleasure to our ears ! 

A sov'reign balm for ev’ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


Salvation! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 


Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb, 
To thee the praise belongs : 

Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 


XXJ.—v. 1, 7. 


Rising from. his cross and passion, 
Lo! the King Messiah reigns ; 
Lord, the strength of thy salvation 
His triumphant joy sustains : 
Crown'd with conquest, 
Now th’ eternal throne he gains. 


Thou hast his desires completed, 
On the cross his pray’r was heard ; 
All his enemies defeated, 
All thy blessings round him pour'd! 
Endless glory 
Crowns the head of Zion's Lord. 


22 PSALMS. 


Honour, majesty, and glory, 
Circle round Immanuel’s brow ; 
Now, Jehovah, plac’d before thee, 
Life and grace thy hands bestow ! 
He the fountain 
Whence alone our blessings flow. 


Joy and triumph crown the Saviour, 
Seated on the throne above: 

There exalted in thy favour, 
Safely trusting in thy love : 
King of Zion! 7 

Never shall thy throne remove ! 


XXII.—v. 27—31. 


Blest Saviour, by thy Spirit taught, 
Earth’s utmost coasts shall flee ; 

(Thy grace in sweet remembrance brought, ) 
In holy haste to thee. 


Nations shall worship at thy throne ; 
The Kingdoms, Lord, are thine! 
Thine is the sov'reignty alone, 
The right, the grant divine ! 


Earth’s sceptr’d kings shall prostrate fall 
And own thy pow’r to save: 

Thy voice alone from dust can call, 
My soul shall quit the grave ! 


PSALMS. 


Rais’d by thy pow’r a chosen race 
Their tribute shall afford, 

Blest objects of redeeming grace, 
The servants of the Lord. 


From age to age, their joyful tongues 
Thy righteousness shall praise : 

Children unborn shall join thcir songs, 
And celebrate thy grace. 


XXI{I.—version 1.—v. I, 2, 3, 4, 6. 


My Shepherd is the living Lord, 
Nothing therefore I need ; 

In pastures fair, near pleasant streams 
He setteth me to feed. 


He shall convert and glad my soul, 
And bring my mind in frame ; 
To walk in paths of righteousness 

For his most holy name. 


Yea, tho’ I walk in vale of death, 
Yet will I fear no ill; 

Thy rod and staff do comfort me, 
And thou art with me still. 


Through all my life, thy favour is 
So frankly show’d to me, 
That; in thy ‘hous for evermore 
My dwelling place shall be. 
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VERSION 11.—Vv. I, 2, 3, 4. 


I hear my Shepherd’s voice, 
And in his care confide : 

In thee, Jehovah! I rejoice, 
My wants are all supplied. 


Where living pastures grow, 
He bids me sweetly rest ; 

Where gentle streams of mercy flow, 
My weary soul's refresht. 


He kindly brings me back, 
Whene’er I run astray, 

And leads me, for his own name's sake, 
In his own righteous way. 


When death’s dark gloomy vale 
My lab’ring footsteps tread, 

Why should my doubtful courage fail 
Tho’ sinking midst the dead ? 


My Shepherd’s with me there, 
His rod my path shall guide ; 
His staff my fainting spirits bear, 
With comforts well supplied. 


VERSION I11.—v. 5, 6. 


In the midst of affliction my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasur’d my cup runneth o'er; 
With perfume and oil, Thou anointest my head; 
O what shall I ask of thy Providence more ? 


PSALMS. Q5 


Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 

Still follow my steps till I meet thee above ; 

I seek, by the path which my forefathers trod, 

Through the land of their sojourn—thy kingdom 
of love. 


XXIV.—versIon 1.—v. 7, 8, 9, LO. 


Erect, your heads, eternal gates ! 
Unfold, to entertain, 

The King of glory ; See! He comes, 
With his celestial train. 


“Who is the King of glory? Who?” 
Jesus, for strength renown’d: 

In battle mighty ; o'er his foes 
Eternal victor crown’d. 


Lift up your heads, ye gates; unfold, 
In state to entertain, 

The King of Glory ; See! He comes, 
With all his shining train. 


“Who is the King of glory? Who?” 
The Lord of hosts, renown’d 

Of glory, he alone is King, 
Who is with glory crown’d. 


VERSION I!1.—v. 7, 8, 9, 10. 


Our Lord is risen from the dead, 
Immanuel is gone up on high ; 
The pow’rs of hell are captive led ; 
Drage’d to the portals of the sky. 
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There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the solemn lay ; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav’nly gates ; 
Ye everlasting doors, give way. 


Loose all your bars of massy light, 
And wide unfold the radiant scene ; 
He claims these mansions as his right ; 
Receive the King of glory in. | 


“ Who is the King of glory? Who?” 
The Lord who all his foes o’ercame ; 
The world, sin, death, and hell o’erthrew, 
And Jesus is the Conqu’ror’s name. 


Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the solemn lay: 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates 
Ye everlasting doors, give way. 


“Who is the King of glory? Who?” 
The Lord of glorious pow'r possest ; 
The King of saints, and angels too ; 
God over all, for ever blest. 


XXV.—v. 3, 4, 5. 


Show me thy ways, thou Fount of grace ! 
I long thy paths to find ; 

Then in thy truth my footsteps place, 
And teach my erring mind. 
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Oft, my salvation to complete, 
Hast thou thy pow’r display’d ; 

On thee, from morning light, I'll wait, 
Till the dark ev’ning shade. 


Thy loving kindness, O my God! 
Thy tend'rest mercy show ; 

Thro’ ev’ry age thy grace has flow’d, 
And shall for ever flow. 


XXVI.—v. 8, 9, 11, 12. 


Lord, I delight to find my place, 
Within the temples of thy grace: 
Where all thy heav’nly beauties dwell, 
And earth’s sublimest pomp excel. 


There, where thy saints thy glory see, 
Let my fix’d rest, my dwelling be; 

Nor ‘midst th’ ungodly race consign 
The soul, which loves thy courts to join. 


Fix’d in thy ways, my feet shall stand, 
And wait the guidance of thy hand: 

Then 'midst thy church, with sweet accord, 
I'll join my praise, all-gracious Lord. 


XXVII.—parrT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3. 


God is my strong salvation, 
What foe have I to fear ? 

In darkness and temptation, 
My light, my help is near : 
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Though hosts encamp around me, 
Firm to the fight I stand ; 

What terror can confound me, 
With God at my right-hand ? 


Place on the Lord reliance, 
My soul with courage wait ; 

His truth be thine afhiance, 
When faint and desolate ; 

His might thine arm shal] strengthen, 
His love thy joy increase ; 

Mercy thy days shall lengthen ;— 
The Lord will give thee peace. 


PART II.—v. 4, 5, 16. 


One thing ; with all my soul’s desire, 
I sought and will pursue ; 

What thine own Spirit doth inspire, 
Lord, for thy servant do. 


Grant me within thy courts a place, 
Among thy saints a seat, 

Forever to behold thy face, 
And worship at thy feet ;— 


In thy pavilion to abide, 
When storms of trouble blow, 
And in thy tabernacle hide, 
Secure from every foe. 
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Wait on the Lord, with courage wait, 
My soul, disdain to fear ; 

The righteous Judge is at the gate, 
And thy redemption near. 


PART I11.—v. 8, 9, 10. 


Continue, Lord! to hear my voice, 
Whene’er to thee I cry; 

In mercy my complaints receive, 
Nor my request deny. 


When us, to seek thy glorious face, 
Thou kindly dost advise ; 

“ Thy glorious face I'll always seek,” 
My grateful heart replies. 


Then hide not thou thy face, O Lord! 
Nor me in wrath reject : 

My God and Saviour! leave not him, 
Thou didst so oft protect. 


XXVITI.—v. 7, 8, 9, 10. 


Now my soul its triumph raises, 
Bless Jehovah's guardian care! 
He will not disdain my praises, 
For his grace hath heard my pray’r : 
He hath all his pow’r reveal’d, 
He my strength, and He my shield! 


30 PSALMS. 


When in faith on Him I waited, 

Then the Lord to help me came; 
Now my heart with joy elated, 

Now my tongue shall spread his fame ; 
He their strength, his church to save ; 
Rais‘d th’ anointed from the grave ! 


Bless thy Church, Almighty Saviour ! 
Let thy saints salvation know ; 
In the pastures of thy favour, 
Feed them near thy fold below: 
Till thy love thy church shall own, 
Plac’d for ever round thy throne! 


XXIX.—VERSION I1.—v. 1—4, 7—10. 


Give glory to God in the highest; give praise, 
Ye noble, ye mighty, with joyful accord ; 
All-wise are his counsels, all-perfect his ways. 
In the beauty of holiness worship the Lord. 


The voice of the Lord on the ocean is known, 

The God of eternity thund’reth abroad ; 

The voice of the Lord, from the depth of his 
throne, 

Is terror and power ;—all nature is awed. 


The voice of the Lord through the calm of the 
wood, 

Awakens its echoes, strikes light through its 
caves, 

The Lord sitteth King on the turbulent flood ; 

The winds are his servants, his servants the waves. 
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The Lord is the strength of his people ; the Lord 
Gives health to his people, and peace evermore ; 
Then throng to his temple, his glory record, 
But, O! when he speaketh, in silence adore. 


VERSION II.—v. 7, 10. 


God's word, like lightning from the skies 
Strikes deep, and quick conviction flies, 
The nations tremble, and adore, 7 
Through earth, to its remotest shore. 


The Lord is King! enthron’d on high, 
He reigns through all eternity ! 

His glory shall his church increase, 
With strength divine, and endless peace. 


XXX.—v. 2, 3, 4, 5. : 


To thee the Lord my God, 
With suppliant voice I cried: 

Thy grace its heav’nly influence shed, 
And health and strength supplied. 


Now from the depths of hell, 
The sorrows of the grave, 

My soul redeem’d, with joy proclaims 
Thy mighty pow’r to save. 


Ye, who his mercy find, 

Sing praises to the Lord; 
Declare the honours of his name, 

His holiness record ! 


PSALMS. 


A moment is his wrath, 
No change his love destroys ; 

Short is the night where sorrow weeps, 
The morning dawns with joys. 


XXXI.—pART 1.—v. |, 3, 6. 


In thee, O Lord, my trust I place, 
Protect my soul from shame; 

I plead the promise of thy grace, 
The honour of thy name. 


My God, my rock, my fort I claim; — 
There safely I repose : ; 

O guide me through that gracious Name, 
Whence all salvation flows. 


To thee, thou God of truth, in faith, 
My spirit I resign : 

Thou hast redeem’d my soul from death, 
Its pow’rs shall all be thine. 


PART I11.—v. 16, 17. 


Sovereign Ruler of the skies, 
Ever gracious, ever wise ! 

All my times are in thy hand, 
All events at thy command. 


He that form’d me in the womb, 
He shall guide me to the tomb ; 
All my time shall ever be 
Order’d by his wise decree. 


PSALMS. 33 


XXXII.— part 1.—v. 1, 6, 7. 


He's blest, whose sins have pardon gain’d, 
No more in judgment to appear ; 

Whose guilt remission has obtain’d, 

And whose repentance is sincere. 


No sooner I my wound disclos’d, 
The guilt that tortur’d me within, 
But thy forgiveness interpos'd, 

And mercy’s healing balm pour’d in. 


True penitents shall thus succeed, 

Who seek thee whilst thou may’st be found; 
And from the common deluge freed, 

Shall see remorseless sinners drown’d. 


PART II.—v. 7. 


Grant us, Lord, thy gracious presence ; 
While we worship at thy throne; 

Teach our souls important lessons: 
Lessons learn’d of thee alone. 
While we pray, and sing, and hear, 
In the midst, do thou appear : 

Sin reproving—fear removing, 
Light to all our minds impart 
Love convey to ev'ry heart. 

PART II1.—v. 8. 

My hiding place, my refuge tow'r, 

And shield, art thou, O Lord 


I firmly anchor al] my hopes, 
On thy unerring word. 
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Engrav’d, as in eternal brass, 

- The mighty promise shines ! 

Nor can the pow’rs of darkness raze 
Those everlasting lines. 


The sacred word of grace is strong, 
As that which built the skies, 

The voice which rolls the stars along 
Spake all the promises. 


XXXIII.—panrt 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. 


Let all the just, to God, with joy, 
Their cheerful voices raise ; 
For well the righteous it becomes 
To sing glad songs of praise. 


Let grateful hearts, and tuneful tongues, 
In joyful concert meet ; 

And new-made songs of loud applause 
The harmony complete. 


For faithful is the word of God; 
His works with truth abound : 
He justice loves ; and all the earth 
Is with his goodness crown‘d. 


By his almighty word, at first, 
The heav'nly arch was rear‘'d ; 
And all the beauteous hosts of light, 
At his command appear'd. 
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PART I1.—v. 11, 12, 20, 21. 


Whate’er the mighty Lord decrees, 
Shall stand for ever sure; 

The settled purpose of his heart 
Shall evermore endure. 


How happy then are they, to whom, 
The Lord as God is known! | 

Whom he, from all the world besides, 
Hath chosen for his own. 


Our souls on him, with patience wait ; 

_ Our help and shield is he: _ 

Then, Lord! let still our hearts rejoice, 
Because we trust in thee. 


The riches of thy mercy, Lord ! 
Do thou to us extend ; 
Since we, for all we want or wish, 


On thee alone depend. 
XXXIV.—parT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3. 


From day to day, while life revolves, 
Pll bless my heav’nly Lord ; 

His praise my grateful heart resolves, 
My thankful lips record. 


With holy joy, with cheerful voice, 
His wonders I’]] declare ; 

‘Till humble penitents rejoice, 
And in my triumphs share. 
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Exalt the Lord—in songs of praise 
With me his grace proclaim ; 

Uniting in his courts to raise 
Fresh honours to his name. 


PART I1.—v. 7, 8, 9. 


The hosts of God encamp around, 
The dwellings of the just ; 
Deliv’rance he affords to all, 
Who on his succour trust. 


O make but trial of his love! 
Experience will decide, 

How blest are they, and only they, 
Who in his truth confide. 


Fear him ye saints, and you will then 
Have nothing else to fear ; 

Make you his service your delight, 
Your wants shall be his care. 


PART II,——V. 18. 


O, for that tenderness of heart 
Which bows before the Lord; 
Acknowledging how just Thou art, 

And trembling at thy word ! 


O, for those humble, contrite tears, 
Which from repentance flow ; 

That consciousness of guilt, which fears 
The long-suspended blow. 
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Saviour, to me in pity, give 
The sensible distress ; 

The pledge Thou wilt at last receive, 
And bid me die in peace. 


XXXV.—v. 9, 10, 27, 28. 


Jehovah, Majesty Divine! 

Who shall'compare his arm with thine ? 
Omnipotent to save ! 

What though opprest by earth and hell, 

By thee our God we rise and dwell, 
Triumphant o’er the grave! 


This let the poor afflicted see 

And place their confidence in Zhee, 
Thou boundless source of grace! 

Safe on that pow’r thy saints repose, 

By which the Lord, their Saviour, rose, 
And there my hopes I place. 


Jesus shall raise his saints to light, 

Unveil his glories in their sight ; 
And wipe away their tears: 

Then shall they ever shout for joy, 

And praise their ransom’d tongues employ, 
Throughout eternal years. 


XXX VI.—VERSION 1.—v. 5—10. 


O Lord! thy mercy, my sure hope, 

Above the heav'nly orb ascends ; 

Thy sacred truth’s unmeasur’d scope 

Beyond the spreading sky extends: 
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Thy justice, like the hills, remains ; 
Unfathom’d depths thy judgment are ; 
Thy providence the world sustains ; 
The whole creation is thy care. 


Since of thy goodness all partake, 
With what assurance should the just 
Thy shelt’ring wings their refuge make, 
And saints to thy protection trust. 


Such guests shall to thy courts be led 
To banquet on thy love's repast ; 
And drink, as from a fountain head, - 
Of joys that shall for ever last. 


With thee the springs of life remain: 
Thy presence is eternal day ; 

O let thy saints thy favour gain ; 

To upright hearts thy truth display. 


VERSION I1.—v. 9, 10. 


Eternal son of righteousness, 
Display thy beams divine ; 

And cause the glory of thy face 
Upon our hearts to shine. 

Light in thy light; O may we see 
Thy grace and mercy prove ; 

Reviv'd and comforted by Thee, 
The God of pard'ning love. 


Lift up thy countenance serene, 
Let thine adopted child 

Behold, without a cloud between 
The Father reconcil’d. 


PSALMS. 


XXXVII.—v. 4, 5, 10, 11, 23, 24. 
With quiet mind on God depend, 
With patient hope for him attend ; 
In all thy ways trust thou the Lord, 
And he will certain help afford. 

His constant care the upright guides, 
And over all their life presides, 

Their portion shall for ever last, 

And happy fruits of plenty taste. 
How soon shall wicked men decay, 
Their place shall vanish quite away, 
While humble souls possess the earth, 
Rejoicing still with godly mirth. 

The righteous man is God's delight, 
He orders all his steps aright, 


He moves and acts by God’s command, 


And God upholds him with his hand. 
XXXVIII.—-v. 1, 4, 5, 9, 15. 
In mercy, not in wrath, rebuke 
Thy feeble worm, O God ! 
My spirit dreads thine angry look, 
And trembles at thy rod. 


Like wounds corrupting in my frame, 
By guilt and anguish torn, 
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Oppress’d with sin, o’erwhelm’d with shame, 


. My foolishness I mourn. 


Yet, gracious God, before thy throne 
Shall my desires arise : 

Let mercy soften ev'ry groan, 
And pity all my sighs. 
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On Thee alone my hopes recline, 
On Thee, the Lord, I wait; 

My God shal] hear—his grace shall shine 
And change my mournful state. 
XXXIX.—eartT 1.—v. 5, 6, 7, 8. 

Lord! let me know my term of days, 
How soon my life will end ; 

The num’rous train of ills disclose, 
Which this frail state attend. 

My life, thou know’st is but a span, 
A cypher sums my years; 

And ev'ry man in best estate, 

But vanity appears. 

Man, like a shadow, vainly walks 
With fruitless cares oppress’d ; 

He heaps up wealth, but cannot tell 
By whom ’twill be possess’d. 

Why should I then on worthless toys 
With anxious care attend? 

On thee alone, my steadfast hope 
Shall ever, Lord, depend. 


PART II.—v. 12, 13, 14, 15. 


At thy rebuke, the bloom 
Of man’s vain beauty flies ; 

And grief shall, like a moth, consume 
All that delights our eyes. 

Have pity on my fears, 
Harken to my request, 

Turn not in silence from my tears, 
But give the mourner rest. 


PSALMS. ' 4) 


A stranger, Lord, with Thee, 
I walk on pilgrimage, 

Where all my fathers once, like me, 
Sojourn’d from age to age. 


O spare me yet, I pray: 
Awhile my strength restore, 
Ere I am summon’d hence away, 
And seen on earth no more. 


XL.—VERSION 1.—yv. 6, 7. 


O Lord our God, with glad surprise, 

We view creative power display’d: 

Thy works in numerous forms arise, 

The wonders which thy hands have made. 


But who can search the glorious plan ! 
Who to its boundless heights can trace 
Thy purpos’d love to ruin'd man! 
Thy thoughts of everlasting grace ! 


In vain our finite powers combine ; 
O’er all, thy ways of grace prevail : 
In vain thy praises we design ; 
Numbers and time, and language fail ! 


VERSION I1.—v. 6—10, 15. 


O Lord, my God, in pow’r divine ! 

What works of wonder round me shine! 
Yet richer far thy thoughts of grace ! 

Who can their sum, their order, tell ? 

Their numbers all my pow’rs excel ! 
Their glories far surmount my praise. 
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Nor richest gifts, in sacrifice, 
Nor off'rings, where the victim dies, 
For sin consum’d, the Lord desires: 
But Jesus bows his willing ear, 
The work of servitude to bear, 
He bows to all the Lord requires. 


“I come, (He cries) behold, my name 
‘‘ Thy ancient oracles proclaim ; 

“‘ Swift to perform thy sov reign will : 
“Thy law's engrav‘d within my heart, 
‘“‘ Nor shall its precepts thence depart, 

“I love thy counsel to fulfil.” 


On him our num’rous sins were laid, 

More than the hairs which shade his head, 
And in his soul he bare our woes : 

While on thy faithfulness he stays, 

His cross thy truth and grace displays, 
And thence complete salvation flows. 


XLI.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 


Blest is the man whose gen’rous mind 
With kind compassion glows: 

In whom the needy ever find, 
A friend that feels their woes. 


To him the Lord, when troubles rise, 
Mis pity will extend ; 

With all his sorrows sympathize, 
And sure deliv’rance send, 
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Thou, Lord, with mercy wilt sustain 
And sooth his dying bed : 

Thine hand, when languishing with pain 
His peaceful couch shall spread. 


While thus thy precepts I pursue, 
Thy mercy [ implore ; 

Defil’d with sin, the best I do, 
O God, my soul restore ! 


XLIT.—part 1.—v. 1, 2, 6, 7. 


As pants the hart for cooling streams 
When heated in the chase, 

So longs my soul, O God! for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace. 


For thee, my God, the living God, 
My thirsty soul doth pine ; 

O when shall I behold thy face, 
Thou majesty divine ! 


Why restless ; why cast down, my soul? 
Trust God, who will employ 

His aid for thee, and change thy sighs 
To thankful hymns of joy. 


PART Ii1.—v. 4, 5, 6, 7. 


My soul shall cry to Thee, O Lord, 

To thee, supreme, incarnate word, 

My rock, and fortress, shield, and friend, 

Creator, Saviour, source and end; 

And thou wilt hear thy servants prayer, 

Through death, and darkness speak despair. 
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Ah! why by passing clouds oppress’d, 
Should vexing thoughts distract my breast ? 
Turn, turn to him in ev'ry pain, 

Whom never suppliant sought in vain ; 

Thy strength in joy’s ecstatic day, 

Thy hope, when joy has pass’d away. 

PART I11—v. 8—15. : 
Hearken, Lord, to my complaints, 
For my soul within me faints ; 
Thee, far off, I call to mind, 
In the land I left behind, 
Where the streams of Jordan flow, 
Where the heights of Hermon glow. 
Tempest-tost, my failing bark 
Founders on the ocean dark ; _ 
Deep to deep around me calls, 
With the rush of water falls; 
While I plunge to lower caves, 

. Overwhelm’‘d by all thy waves. 
Once the morning’s earliest light 
Brought thy mercy to my sight, 
And my wakeful song was heard 
Later than the evening bird ; 

Hast thou all my prayers forgot ? 
Dost thou scorn, or hear them not ? 
Why my soul, art thou perplext ? 
Why with faithless trouble vext ? 
Hope in God whose saving name 
Thou shalt joyfully proclaim, 

When his countenance shall shine 
Through the clouds that darken thine. 


PSALMS. 


XLII. 


Judge me, Lord, in righteousness ; 
Plead for me in my distress ; 
Good and merciful thou art, 

Bind this bleeding, broken heart ; 
Cast me not despairing hence, 

Be thy love my confidence. 


Send thy light and truth to guide 
Me, too prone to turn aside, 

On thy holy hill to rest, 

In thy tabernacle blest ; 

There, to God, my chiefest joy, 
Praise shall all my powers employ. 


Why, my soul, art thou dismay’d ? 
Why, of earth or hell afraid? 
Trust in God ;—disdain to yield, 
While o’er thee he casts his shield, 
And his countenance divine 

Sheds the light of heav’n on thine. 


XLIV.—v. 1, 2, 5, 6, 9. 


Oft have our ears, Great God, been taught, 


What for our fathers thou hast wrought ; 
While, with adoring minds, they told 
The wonders of thy works of old! 


When thine own arm thy people led, 
The heathen race from Canaan fled : 
Thy gracious presence, and thy hand, 
Bade them possess the promis’d land. 
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O God, thou art our heav’nly King, 
Thy Church deliv’rances shall sing : 

On thee, we trust; thy mercies claim, 
Whose presence puts our foes to shame. 


From morning dawn till evening close; 
Firm on our God our hopes repose : 
Our Saviour, to thy name we'll raise ! 
The tribute of eternal praise! 


XLY.—parT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 7. 


My heart a lofty theme shall sing, 
The glories of the heav’nly King: 
Swift as the rapid writer’s quill, 

My tongue its purpose shall fulfil. 


Jesus, my Lord, how heav'nly fair ! 
What beauties can with thine compare ! 
Grace from thy lips divinely flows, 
And God his endless gifts bestows. 


Jesus, the Mighty God! we own 
Th’ eternal honours of thy throne ! 
Thy righteous sceptre shall maintain 
The endless glories of thy reign. 


PART I1—v. 4—8. 


Gird thee, with thy sword victorious, 
Great Redeemer! conq’ring King ! 
In thy might divinely glorious ; 
Now thy promis’d kingdom bring : 
Let the nations, 
Thy triumphant vict’ries sing. 
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Yea let all the nations bless thee, 
Riding o’er each vanquish’d foe, 
Their deliv’ring God confess thee, 
Come salvation to bestow, 
Come to teach them, 

Ev'ry truth they need to know. 
Lamb of God! our souls adore thee, © 
Meekness marks thy gentle reign ; 

Righteousness shall go before thee, 
None shall trust thy grace in vain: 
Thou art mighty, 
To redeem from guilt and pain. 
Thou, in giory never ending, 
Lord, shalt reign for evermore : 
At thy footstool humbly bending, 
We thy majesty adore, 
God our Saviour, 
Thine the honour, praise, and pow’r. 
XLVI.—partT 1.—v. l, 2, 3, 10, 11. 
Jehovah our refuge and rock, 
In trouble his help shall supply : 
Tho’ earth be remov’d with a shock, 
Still God, our Redeemer is nigh. 
Then why should we tremble or fear, 
Tho’ mountains be plung’d in the sea ? 
Its waters in tumult appear? 
And rocks ’midst the conflict should flee. 
’Tis his voice, (how delightful the strain!) 
‘ Be still, and confess me as God ; 
“ O’er the heathen exalted I'll reign, 
«« Exalted o’er earth all abroad : ” 
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With us is Jehovah of Hosts, 

Our God, as in Jacob of old; 

Our soul of his faithfulness boasts, © 

And in God we our refuge behold ! 

PART I1.—v. 4, 5. 

There is a river pure and bright, 

Whose streams make glad the heav’nly plains ; 

Where in eternity of light, 

The city of our God remains. 

Built by the word of his command, 

With his unclouded presence blest, 

Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand ; 

There is our home, our hope, our rest. 

Thither let fervent faith aspire ; 

Our treasure and our heart be there; 

O for a seraph's wing of fire ! 

No,—on the mightier wings of prayer,— 

We reach at once that last retreat, 

And rang’d among the ransom’d throng, 

Fall with the Elders at his feet, 

Whose name alone inspires their song. 
XLVII.—vERSION 1.—v. 2, 5, 6. 

Jesus the Lord ascends on high! 

He reigns in glory o’er the sky ! 

Let the whole earth its off’rings bring, 

Exalt his name—proclaim him King! 

God is gone up !—the shouts on high 

Attend the Saviour through the sky : 

Jesus the.Lord! the trumpet’s sound 

Hails him arising from the ground. 
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Sing to our God, his praises sing, 

And hail! O hail! Immanuel King! 
O’er the whole earth his sceptre sways, 
And claims our most exalted praise. 


~» VERSION II.—v. 5, 6, 7. 


Glory, glory to our King! 

Crowns unfading wreath his head ! 
Jesus is the name we sing; 

Jesus risen from the dead ; 

Jesus conqu’ror o'er the grave: 
Jesus mighty now to save. 


Jesus is gone up on high, 

Angels come to meet their King; 
Shouts triumphant rend the sky, 
While the victor’s praise they sing: 
Open now ye heav'nly gates! 

Tis the King of glory waits! 


Jesus, on thy people shine ! 

Warm our hearts and tune our tongues! 
That with angels we may join, 

Share their bliss, and swell their songs : 
Glory, honour, praise, and pow, 

Lord be thine for evermore ! 


XLVIII.—v. 10, 11, 12, 13. 


On Zion’s sacred mount we stand, 
Where glory shines abroad: 

Walk the fair round at thy command, 
And mark thy hand O Lord! - 
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For here thy works our praises claim ; 
Strong shall her bulwarks prove ; 
Her tow’r of refuge is thy name, 
Her walls redeeming love. 


Her ministers proclaim thv grace, 
And call the young to hear: ®° 
Lord, make us thine, and we thy praise, 
To future times shall bear. 


For God the Lord is Zion’s King, 
From age to age the same; 

Vict’ry in death her children sing, 
Through his victorious name. 


XLIX.—v. 6, 7, 8, 14, 15. 


How vain are riches to secure, 
The mortal frame from death ! 

Who can deliver from the tomb, 
Or save his brother’s breath ? 


Behold! ’tis done! His wonders tell; 
Jesus the Lord can save! 

*Tis He redeems the soul from hell! 
He ransoms from the grave ! 


And soon the glorious morn shall break, 
The just shall rise to reign: 

But sinners to destruction wake, 
And everlasting pain. 


God will my ransom’d soul receive, 
To heav’n my blest abode 

My flesh and soul shall part no more, 
But ever dwell with God. 
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L.—PART I.—v. I, 2, 3, 4, 5. 
Lo! the Mighty God appearing, 
From on high Jehovah speaks ! 
Eastern lands the summons hearing, 
O’er the west his thunder breaks ! 
@ Earth beholds him ! 
Universal nature shakes ! 


Beauty there its rays unfolding, 
Zion shall our God display : 
Lo! He comes! nor silence holding, 
Fire and clouds prepare his way : 
Tempests round him, 
Hasten on the dreadful day ! 


To the heav'ns his voice extending, 
To the earth beneath he cries: 
Saints immortal now ascending, 
Let the sleeping dust arise, 
Rise to judgment, 
Let my throne adorn the skies | 
Gather now my saints around me, 
Those who on my cov'nant stood ; 
Those who humbly sought and found me, 
Through the dying Saviour’s blood : 
Bless’d Redeemer ! 
Sweetest sacrifice to God! 


PART I1.—v. 3, 4, 5, 6. 
The Lord shall come! the earth shall quake, 


The mountains to their centre shake ; 


And, withering from the vault of night, 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 
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The Lord shall come! but not the same 
As once in lowliness He came ; 

A silent Lamb before his foes, 

A weary man, and full of woes. 


The Lord shall come! a dreadful form, 
With rainbow wreath and robes of Storm ; 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Appointed Judge of all mankind. 


While sinners in despair shall call, 
‘Rocks, hide us; mountains, on us fall!” 
The saints ascending from the tomb, 
Shall joyful sing, ‘‘ The Lord is come!” 


LI.—rart 1.—v. I, 2, 3, 4, 5. 


Have mercy, Lord, on me, 
As thou wert ever kind ; 

Let me, oppress’d with loads of guilt, 
Thy wonted mercy find. 


Wash off my foul offence, 

And cleanse me from my sin ; 
For 1 confess my crime, and see 

How great my guilt has been. 


Against thee, Lord, alone, 
And only in thy sight, 

Have I transgress'd ; and tho’ condemn’d, 
Must own thy judgment right. 


In guilt each part was form’d 
Of all this sinful frame ; 

In guilt I was conceiv’d and born 
The heir of sin and shame. 
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PART 11.—v. 8, 9, 10, 11, 12. 


Make me to hear, with joy, 
Thy kind forgiving voice ; 

That so the bones which thou hast broke 
May with fresh strength rejoice. 
Blot out my crying sins, 

Nor me in anger view ; 

Create in me a heart that’s clean, 
An upright mind renew. 
Withdraw not thou thy help, 
Nor cast me from thy sight: 

Nor let thy Holy Spirit take 
Its everlasting flight. 

The joy thy favour gives 
Let me again obtain, 

And let thy Spirit's firm support, 

My fainting soul sustain. 


LII.—v. 2, 9, 10. 


Lo! Jehovah, Mighty God! 

Spreads his mercies all abroad, 

Bids the world his goodness trace, 

Great in powr! and rich in grace! 

May I in his courts be seen, 

Like the olive, ever green, 

There on his unchanging grace, 

Everlasting hopes I place. 

I'll proclaim thy praise abroad, 

Thou hast conquer’d, Mighty Lord : 

Thee I'll trust, thy pow’r confess, 

Saints delight thy name to bless. 
BY 
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LITI.—v. 3, 4, 5, 7, 8. 
From heav’n the mighty Lord look’d down, 
From heav’n, his high exalted throne, 
To see, throughout this world’s abode, 
Who understand and seek their Gad. 
From his appointed righteous way, 
All, all, alas! have gone astray: 
The paths of peace they have not known; 
And none Is righteous, no, not one. 
Guilty, deprav’d, condemn’d, and lost, 
Who before God hath aught to boast ? 
Arise, O Sion’s King, arise, 
And bring salvation from the skies. 
Then shall thy saints exulting sing, 
And each glad heart its tribute bring: 
Pardon and peace shall then be giv’n, 
And earth resound with songs of heaven. 
LIV.—v. 1, 2, 4, 6, 7. 
O God, thy servant save, 
Yor gracious is thy name ; 
Thy strength can raise me from the grave, 
Then hear my humble claim. 
Lo! God my guardian, near, 
Shall all my foes controul : 
The Lord in mercy shall appear 
With those who help my soul. 
With cheerful mind, O Lord, 
I will thy praise proclaim : 
"Tis sweet, ‘tis pleasant, to record 
The wonders of thy name. 
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Jesus, thy pow’r divine 

From ev'ry grief shall raise, 
Shall all my foes to shame consign 

While I behold thy praise. 


, LV.—v. 6, 7, 8. 


O had I the wings of a dove, 

I'd make my escape, and be gone: 

I’d mix with the spirits above, 

Who encompass yon heav'’nly throne, 

I'd fly from all labour and toil, 

To the place where the weary have rest: 
I’d haste from contention and broil, 

To the peaceful abode of the blest. 

How happy are they who no more, 

Have to fear the assaults of the foe! 
Arriv'd on the heav’nly shore 

They have left all their conflicts below. 
They are far from all danger and fear ; 
While remembrance enhances their joys, 
As the storm when escap’d will endear, 
The retreat that the haven supplies. 


LVI.—v. 3, 4. 


In times when fears arise 
I'll place my trust in thee, 
Safe on thy word my faith relies, 
The refuge where I flee. 
Thy word on which I rest, 
My sinking hope shall raise ; 
Thy word with triumph fills my breast, 
And claims my highest praise. 
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In God my trust I place, 
While here his love I view, 
Nor fear, supported by his grace 
What earth or hell can do. 
LVII.—partT 1.—v. l, 2, 6. _ 
Thy mercy, Lord, to me extend ; 
On thy protection I depend ; 
And to thy wings for shelter haste, 
Till the outrageous storm be past. 
To thy tribunal, Lord, I fly, 
Thou sov’reign Judge, and God most high, 
Who wonders hast for me begun, 
And wilt not leave thy work undone. 
Be thou exalted, O my God! 
Above the heav’ns where angels dwell ; 
Thy pow’r on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell. 


PART I1.—v. 8, 9, 10, 11, 12. 


O God! my heart is fix’d, ’tis bent, 
Its thankful tribute to present ; 

And, with my heart, my voice I'll raise 
To thee, my God, in songs of praise. 
Awake, my glory, harp, and lute, 

No longer let your strings be mute ; 
And I, my tuneful part to take, 

Will with the early dawn awake. 

Thy praises, Lord, I will resound 

To all the list’ning nations round : 
Thy mercy highest heav’n transcends ; 
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends. 
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Be thou, O God, exalted high ; 
And, as thy glory fills the sky, 
So let it be on earth display’d, 
Till thou art here, as there, obey’d. 


LVITI.—v. 1, 9, 10, 


Ye Kings and Judges of the earth, 
Adore the God who gave you birth: 
Hear and maintain his sacred laws, 
Your daily aim, his holy will, 

As his vicegerents to fulfil; 

Prompt to assist his righteous cause. 
Ere long the Mighty Judge shall come, 
Transgressors then shall hear their doom : 
The just his mercy shall record, 

Then, in that dread tremendous day, 
Th’ astonish’d world convinc’d shall say, 
That God the righteous will reward. 


LIX.—-v. 10, 16, 17. 


Thy mercy, Lord, which has so oft 
From danger set me free, 

Shall bid me rise, that I may view 
My foes subdued by thee. 

Early will 1 thy mercy sing, 
Thy wondrous pow’'r confess ; 

For thou hast been my sure defence, 
My refuge in distress. 

To thee with never-ceasing praise, 
O God my strength I'll sing; 

Thou art my God, the rock from whence, 
My health and safety spring. 
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LX.—v. 10, 11, 12. 


Who shall my soul to vict’ry lead, 
O’er all my pow’rful foes ? 

What arm my cause triumphant plead, 
From whence salvation flows ? 

Vain is the strength which nature boasts, 
When sins or troubles rise : 

Help us, Jehovah, God of hosts ! 
On thee our hope relies. 

Bold in our God, we’ll onward go 
And ev’ry danger meet ; 

The Saviour’s arm shall bind the foe, 
And crush beneath our feet. 

LXI.—-v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 

When overwhelm’d with grief, 
My heart within me dies ; 

Helpless and far from all relief, 
To heav’n I lift mine eyes. 
O lead me to the rock 
That’s high above my head ; 

And make the covert of thy wings 
My shelter and my shade. 
Within thy presence, Lord, 
Forever I'll abide; 

Thou art the tow’r of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide. 
Thine ear hath not disdain’d 
The humblé vows I frame ; 

Thy grace my heritage ordain’d, 
With those who fear thy name. 
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LXII.—v. 1, 6, 7, 8. 


My soul to patient hope resign’d, 
Waits at his throne, my God to find ; 
From his high arm salvation flows, 
And bid me triumph o’er my foes. 

He is my rock! his pow’r I own, 

He is my Saviour, he alone 

In him I boast my sure defence, 

Nor sin nor hell shall move me thence. 
God, my own God, salvation brings, 
From him my boundless glory springs ; 
Rock of my strength ! with endless pow’r | 
My God, my refuge, I adore ! 

O all ye people trust his name, 

In ev'ry time, his mercy claim ; 

Pour out your hearts before his face, 
Our refuge is the God of grace. 


LXIII.—prarr 1.—v. 1—6. 


O God, my gracious God, to thee 
My morning pray’r shall offer’d be ; 
For thee my thirsty soul doth pant ; 
My fainting flesh implores thy grace, 
Within this dry and barren place, 
Where I refreshing waters want. 
O to my longing eyes once more 
That view of glorious pow’r restore, 
Which thy majestic house displays ! 
Because to me thy wondrous love 
Than life itself does dearer prove, 
My lips shall always speak thy praise. 
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My life, while I that life enjoy, 
In blessing God 1 will employ, 
With lifted hands adore his name: 
My soul's content shall be as great 
As their’s, who choicest dainties eat, 
While I with joy his praise proclaim. 


PART II.—vV.. zZ; 3. 


Far from our thoughts vain world be gone, 
Let our religious hours alone ; 

May we by faith the Saviour see ! 

We wait a visit, Lord, from thee. 


O warm our hearts with holy fire, 
And kindle there a pure desire ! 
Come, Holy Spirit, from above 

And fill our souls with heav’nly love ! 


Send comforts down from thy right hand, 
While we pass through this barren land; 
And in thy temple let us see, 

A glimpse of love, a glimpse of thee ! 


PART III1.—v. 4, 5, 7, 8. 


Better than life itself thy love, 
Dearer than all besides to me; 

For whom have I in heav’n above, 

Or what on earth compar’d with thee ? 


Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice, 
For all thy mercy I will give ; 

My soul shall still in God rejoice, 

My tongue shall bless thee, while I live. 
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Thee, in the watches of the night, 

When [ remember on my bed, 

Thy presence makes the darkness light, 

Thy guardian wings are round my head. 

LXIV.—v. I, 2, 10. 

Hear me, O God, my voice attend, 

While at thy thone in pray’r I bend ; 

Preserve my life, when danger's near, 

From ev'ry foe; from ev'ry fear. 

Protect me from the secret snare, 

When sin and death their arts prepare ; 
‘rom pow’rs of earth and hell combin’d, 

Let me in thee my refuge find. 

Thy glory shall adorn the just, 

While in Jehovah's arm they trust : 
And cheerful songs their joys proclaim, 
Who love his word, and fear his name. 


LXV.—PpaART 1.—v. l, 2, 3, 4. 


For thee, O God, our constant praise 
In Sion waits, thy chosen seat : 

Our promis’d altars there we'll raise, 
And all our zealous vows complete. 
O thou, who to our humble pray’r 
Dost always bend thy list’ning ear, 
To thee let all mankind repair, 

And at thy gracious throne appear. 
Our sins (tho’ numberless) in vain 
To stop thy flowing mercy try ; 

For thou remov’st the guilty stain, 
And washest out the crimson dye. 
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Blest is the man, who near thee plac'd 
Within thy heav’nly dwelling lives ; 
Whilst we at humble distance taste 
The vast delights thy temple gives. 


PART I1.—v. 12, 13, 14. 


Thy gifts, O Lord, the circling year 

With fresh returns of plenty crown ; 

Thy favours all around appear ; 

The swelling clouds drop fatness down. 

Thy bounteous hand the blessing pours ; 

The valleys and the fruitful fields 

Thou makest soft with gentle showers ; 

And nature all her fulness yields. 

Large flocks and herds the plains adorn ; 

The hills their joyful tribute bring ; 

The vallies wave with golden corn, 

And seem their Maker's praise to sing. 

LXVI.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 

Let all the lands with shouts of joy 
To God their voices raise ; 

Sing psalms in honour of his name, 
And spread his glorious praise. 

And let them say, “ How dreadful, Lord, 
“Tn all thy works art thou ! 

“To thy great pow’r thy stubborn foes 
Shall all be forc’d to bow. ” 

Thro’ all the earth the nations round 
Shall thee their God confess, 

And, with glad hymns, their awful dread — 
Of thy great name express. 
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O come behold the works of God! 
And then with me you'll own, 

That he towards the sons of men, 
Most wondrous grace has shown. 


LXVII.—-veErRSIon 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 


To bless thy chosen race, 
In mercy, Lord, incline, 
And cause the brightness of thy face, 
On all thy saints to shine. 
That so thy wondrous way 
May thro’ the world be known : 
While distant lands their tribute pay, 
And thy salvation own. 
Let diff’ring nations join 
To celebrate thy fame ; 
Let all the world, O Lord, combine 
To praise thy glorious name. 
O let them shout and sing, 
Dissolv'd in pious mirth ; 
For thou, the righteous judge and king, 
Shalt govern all the earth. 
VERSION I1.—v. l, 2, 4. 
Almighty God, with beams of grace, 
To bless thy Church incline : 
And let the glories of thy face 
In all her temples shine. 
Thy ways of mercy far and near, 
Thro’ all the earth proclaim, 
Till distant regions, as they hear, 
Adore the Saviour’s name. 
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Proclaim, proclaim, the joyful strain, 
Earth with the triumph ring ; 

Jesus in righteousness shall reign, 
The universal King ! 


VERSION III.—v. 1—7. 


Rise gracious God, and shine, 

In all thy saving might ; 

And prosper each design 

To speed thy glorious light : 
Let healing streams of mercy flow, 
That all the earth thy truth may know. 


O bring the nations near, 
That they may sing thy praise ! 
Let all the people hear, 
And learn.thy holy ways: 
Reign, mighty God, assert thy cause ; 
And govern by thy righteous laws. 


Put forth thy glorious pow’r : 

The nations then will see, 

And earth present her store 

In converts born to thee: 
God our own God, his Church will bless, 
And earth shall yield her full increase. 


LXVIII.—parr 1.—v. 18, 19. 


Ascending high in triumph thou, 
Captivity hast captive led ; 

And on thy people dost bestow 

Gifts purchas'd by thy precious blood. 
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Ev'n rebels shall partake thy grace, 
And humble proselytes repair 

To worship at thy dwelling place ; 
And all the world pay homage there. 


For benefits each day bestow’d, 

Be daily his great name ador'd! 
Who is our Saviour and our God, 
Of life and death the sov’reign Lord. 


PA RT II.——vV. 18. 


The happy morn is come, 
Triumphant o’er the grave, 
The Saviour leaves the tomb, 
Omnipotent to save : 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liveth that was dead. 


Christ hath the ransom paid : 
The glorious work is done ; 
On him our help is laid ; 
By him our vict’ry won: 
Captivity is captive led ; 
For Jesus liveth, who was dead. 


PART III,—vV. 18, 19, 20. 


Lo! his enemies subduing, 

Christ the Lord ascends on high ! 

Heav’nly hosts the triumph viewing, 

Hail him rising thro’ the sky ! 
See the Conquror, 

Captive leads captivity ! 
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Jesus, thou, rich gifts receiving 
Dost thy gifts on men bestow ; 
Rebels from their guilt relieving ; 
Rebels now thy mercy know : 
God, all-gracious, 
Dwells again with man below 
Bless our God, his grace confessing, 
Whom his Church above adores ; 
Who, with daily loads of blessing, 
From on high, his Spirit pours : 
God our Saviour 
For his Church salvation stores ! 
Him, in whom as God we glory, 
God our Saviour we proclaim ; 
Life and death, O Lord, adore thee, 
Yielding at thy awful name: 
Thou shalt triumph, 
And eternal vict’ry claim ! 
PART Iv.—v. 20. 
Beyond this vale of tears, 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And all that life ts love ;— 
There is a death whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 
O what eternal horrors hang 
Around “ the second death ! 
Lord God of truth and grace, 
Teach us that death to shun, 
Lest, we be banish’d from thy face, 
And evermore undone ; 
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Here would we end our quest ; 
Alone are found in thee, 

The life of perfect love,—the rest 
Of immortality. 


LXIX.—v. 1, 2, 16—19. 


God be merciful to me, 

For my spirit trusts in thee, 
And to thee her refuge springs ; 
Be the shadow of thy wings 
Round a trembling sinner cast, 
- Till the storm is overpast. 


Lo, the water-floods do roll 

Deep and deeper round my soul ; 
Sore temptations now assail, 

Hope, and strength, and courage fail ; 
Turn not from thy servant's grief, 
Hasten, Lord, to my relief. 


Poor and sorrowful am I ; 

Set me, O my God, on high ; 
Wonders, Thou, for me hast wrought, 
Nigh to death my soul is brought ; 
Save me, Lord, in mercy save, 

Lest 1 sink below the grave. 
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Hasten, Lord, to my release, 
Haste to help me, O my God! 
Foes, like armed bands, increase, 
Turn them back the way they trod. 
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Dark temptations round me press, 
Evil thoughts my soul assail ; 
Doubts and fears in my distress, 
Rise till flesh and spirit fail. 


Those that seek thee shall rejoice ; 
I am bow’d with misery ; ; 
Yet I make thy law my choice, 
Turn, my God, and look on me. 


Thou mine only Helper art, 
My Redeemer from the grave ; 
Strength of my desiring heart, 
Do not tarry, haste to save. 


LXXI.— Part 1.—v. I, 2, 13, 14. 


In thee, I put my stedfast trust: 
Defend me, Lord, from shame ; 
Incline thine ear, and save my soul, 

For righteous is thy name. 


Be thou my strong abiding-place, 
To which I may resort : 

"Tis thy decree that keeps me safe ; 
Thou art my rock and fort. 


Thy righteousness and saving health 
My mouth shall, Lord, declare ; 

Unskill‘d its glories to recount, 
Tho’ summ‘d with utmost care. 


While God vouchsafes me his support, 
I'll in his strength go on ; 

All other righteousness disclaim, 
And mention his alone. 
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PART I1.—v. 4, 5, 15, 16. 


When all thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys; 
Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 
Unnumber’d comforts on my soul 
Thy tender care bestwow’d, 
Before my infant heart conceiv’d 


From whom those comforts flow’d. 


When in the slipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 

Thine arm unseen convey’d me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

Through ev'ry period of my life 
Thy goodness I’ll pursue : 

And after death, in distant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 


LXXII.—rarrt 1.—v. 1—4, 6, 7. 


Hail to the Lord’s anointed ! 
Great David’s greater Son ; 

Hail in the time appointed, 
His reign on earth begun! 

He comes to break oppression, 
To set the captive free; 

To take away transgression, 
And rule in equity. 

He comes, with succour speedy, 
To those who suffer wrong ; 

To help the poor and needy, 
And bid the weak be strong ; 
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To give them songs for sighing, 
Their darkness turn to light, 

Whose souls, cendemn’d and dying, 
Were precious in his sight. 


He shall come down, like showers 
Upon the fruitful earth, 

And love, joy, hope, like flowers, 
Spring in his path to birth ; 

Before him, on the mountains, 
Shall peace the herald go; 

And righteousness in fountains 
From hill to valley flow. 


PART 11.—v. 8, 11, 15—19. 


Lo! He shall have dominion 
O’er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle’s pinion, 

Or dove’s light wing can szar: 
Kings shall fall down before Him, 
And gold and incense bring : 

All nations shall adore him, 
His praise all people sing. , 


- For Him shall prayer unceasing, 


And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 
A kingdom without end : 
The mountain-dews shall nourish 
A seed in weakness sown, 
Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 
And shake like Lebanon. 
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O’er every foe victorious, 

He on his throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 
All blessing and all blest: 

The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove ; 

His name shal! stand for ever ; 
That name to us is—Love. 


PART I11.—v. 5, 17, 18, 19. 


Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


People and realms of ev'ry tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 


Blessings abound where’er he reigns, 
The pris‘ner leaps to lose his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 


Where he displays his healing pow’r, 
Death and the curse are known no more; 
In him the tribes of Adam boast, 

More blessings than their father lost. 


Let ev'ry creature rise and bring, 
Peculiar honours to our King : 

Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 
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LXXIII.—part 1.—v. 22, 23. 


O thou to whose all searching sight 

The darkness shineth as the light, 

Try us and prove our treach’rous heart, 

And bid the pow’r of sin depart. 

As through the wilderness we stray, 

Be thou our light, be thou our stay : 

Mark out the pilgrim’s heav’nly road, 

That leads unto the mount of God. 

If storms and tempests cloud our way 

Our strength proportion to our day ; 

Nor storms, nor tempests need we fear, 

If God, our sun, and shield, be near. 

Guide and uphold us with thy hand 

Till we arrive at Canaan’s land— 

The land, where sin and death shall cease, 

The land of rest, and joy and peace. 
PART I1.—v. 23, 24, 25. 

Thy presence does my wants supply, 

And thy right hand assistance give ; 

Thou, Lord, shalt guide me with thine eye, 

And then to glory me receive. 

Whom then in heav’n but thee alone, 

Have I whose favour I require ? 

Throughout the spacious earth there’s none 

That I beside thee can desire. 

My trembling flesh and aching heart 

May often fail to succour me ; 

But God shall inward strength impart, 

And my eternal portion be. 
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LXXIV.—part 1.—v. 17, 18. 
Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by night, 
Are but reflections caught from thee ! 
Where’er we turn, thy glories shine, 
And all things fair and bright are thine ! 


When day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the op'/ning clouds of ev’n, 

And we can almost think we gaze 
Through golden vistas into heav’n : 
Those hues that mark the sun’s decline, 
So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine. 


When night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O’ershadows all the earth and skies, 

Like some dark beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with a thousand eyes ; 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless, Lord, are thine. 


When youthful spring around us breathes, 
Thy spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 
And ev’ry flow’r the summer wreathes 
Is born beneath thy kindling eye ; 
Where’er we turn, thy glories shine, 
And all things fair and bright are thine. 

PART I1.—v. 18, 21, 22, 23. 
God is our King, from days of old 
His wonders did his Church behold; 
Thro’ all the earth his saints shall know, 
His arm salvation can bestow. 
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Regard, O God, thy cov'nant grace, 
Earth is a dark and cruel place, 
Where saints can find nor joy, nor rest, 
By all the pow’rs of hell opprest. 
O save thy mourning Church from shame, 
Then shall the humble praise thy name ; 
Plead thine own cause ; O God, arise, 
Tho’ fools thy pow’r and grace despise. 
LXXV.—v. 1—4, 10, 12. 
To thee, Eternal God, we raise 
The tribute of immortal praise: 
Our lips thy wonders shall proclaim, 
And spread the glories of thy name! 
Jesus, Immanuel, David’s Son, 
Is seated on his Father’s throne ! 
To his own care his Church consign’d, 
His justice and his truth shall find. 
Earth trembles to its utmost bound, 
And guilt dissolves the nations round: 
His arm alone, his people’s hope, 
Bears the world’s mighty pillars up! 
For, Jesus, Zion’s King alone 
Shall triumph on his heav’nly throne, 
Shall break the rebel horn of pow’'r, 
While saints on high his grace adore ! 
LXXVI.—v. 1—3; 7—10. 
In Judah is God known! 
And there his name is great ; 
In Zion is his throne, 
Of old his chosen seat. 
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His church below—shall glorious rise, 
O’er ev’ry foe ;—though man despise. 
Let man his anger raise, 
His utmost strength is vain ; 
His wrath shall work thy praise; 
His rage wilt thou restrain : 
Thy judgments near,—thine anger shown, 
Who dares appear—before thy throne ! 
Thy glories, mighty God, 
Alone our rev’rence claim; 
Thy works declare abroad 
How awful is thy name: 
Then still obey—th’ eternal King ; 
Your homage pay ;—your off’rings bring. 
LXXVII.—veErsIon 1.—v. 7—14, 19, 20. 
Hath God cast off for ever? 
Can time his truth impair ? 
His tender mercy, never, 
Shall I presume to share ? 
Hath he his loving kindness 
Shut up in endless wrath? 
No ;—this is mine own blindness, 
That cannot see his path. 
1 call to recollection 
The years of his right-hand ; 
And, strong in his protection, 
Again through faith I stand; 
Thy deeds, O Lord, are wonder ; 
Holy are all thy ways; 
The secret place of thunder 
Shall utter forth thy praise. 
c 2 
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Thy way is in great waters, 
Thy footsteps are not known ; 

Let Adam’s sons and daughters 
Confide in thee alone : 

Through the wild sea Thou leddest 
Thy chosen flock of yore, 

Still on the waves Thou treadest, 
And thy redeem’d pass o’er. 


VERSION I1.—v. 19. 


God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 


Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sov’reign will. 


Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take; 
The clouds ye so much dread, 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble sense 
_ But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 

He hides a smiling face. 


Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain.- 
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LXXVIII.—part 1.—v. 2—7. 


Thy glorious works Eternal God ! 
We've heard our Fathers tell ; 

And we'll proclaim thy grace abroad, 
Nor from their sons conceal. 

So shall thy praises spread around, 
Thy grace and pow’'r be known; 

And ages yet unborn resound 
The wonders thou hast done. 

Once to the sons of Jacob’s race 
The Lord reveal’d his law ; 

And Israel all his works of grace 
In sacred emblems saw. 

He bade them to their sons proclaim 
His wonders and his word ; 

And we will teach our sons the same, 
To guide them to the Lord. 

So ev'ry age thy grace shall know, 
While time its circuit runs, 

And children’s children rise and show 
Thy glory to their sons. 


PART 11.—v. 15, 16, 17, 25, 55. 


Lo He the great, th’ eternal Lord, whose might 
All being owns, who spake, and there was light, 
He, like the pillar’d cloud, the torch of heav’n 
Pledge of the present God by mercy giv'n; 
_ Thy Saviour He, shall aid and safety yield, 
Thy lamp by night, by day thy guide and shield. 
For He is present still—He still shall bless 
The thorny path of life’s rough wilderness ! 
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He still bids springs of living water rise, 

And heav'nly food with ceaseless care supplies. 

And when by death’s cold stream we trembling 
stand, 

The stream which bars us from our promis’d land ; 

His voice shall calm our fears, his hand shall guide 

Our fainting footsteps through that fiercer tide, 

and land us safely on our Canaan’s shore, 

Where toil, and tears, and death are known no 
more. 


LXXIX.—v. 8, 9, 14. 


Thou, Great Redeemer, ever kind, 
Cast all our sins away ; 

Nor call our former guilt to mind, 
Thy justice to display. 


O God of our salvation, help, 
And free our souls from shame; 

So shall our pardon and defence, 
Exalt thy glorious name. 


So we, thy people and thy flock, 
Shall always praise thy name ; 

And, with glad hearts, our grateful thanks 
From age to age proclaim. 


LXXX.—v. I, 2, 3. 


O Israel’s Shepherd, Joseph’s guide, 
Thou, who his pasture didst provide, 
Still hear us—and, with guardian hand, 
Conduct us thro’ this desert land. 


PSALMS. 


Shine Mighty God, our Saviour shine, 
As once, with majesty divine, : 
In the bright Cherubim thy throne, 
Thy glory round thy Israel shone. 
Rise, and thy strength Almighty show, 
Before our hosts for vict’ry go; 
Thy Church, with thy salvation blest, 
Shall on thy arm securely rest. 
Turn us again, O God—restore 
Our wand’ring souls to stray no more: 
In mercy shine, reveal thy face, 
And save, O save us, God of grace ! 
LXXXI —v. 1, 2, 3. 
To God our never-failing strength, 
With loud applauses sing ; 
And jointly make a cheerful noise 
To Jacob's awful King. 
Compose an hymn of praise, and touch 
Your instruments of joy; 
Let notes of sweetest harmony 
Your grateful skill employ. 
Now let the Gospel trumpet blow ; 
Your joyful voices raise, 
To celebrate th’ appointed time, 
The solemn day of praise. 


LXXXII.—v. 5, 8. 
Alas to heav’nly knowledge blind, 
What darkness vails the human mind! 
Still, still perversely bent to stray, 
Men love the dark and treach’rous way ; 
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Rise, Mighty God, thy truth maintain, 
O’er all the world in justice reign: 
Thy Gospel spread, with pow’r divine: 
Thro’ earth; for all its land is thine. 
LXXXIII.—v. 1, 17, 18. 
And will the God of grace 
Perpetual silence keep ? 

The God of justice hold his peace, 
And let his vengeance sleep ? 
Arise, Almighty God, 

Assume thy sov'reign sway ; 

Before thy throne bid sinners bow, 
And yield their hearts to thee. 

Let all the nations know, 
And spread thy name abroad ; 

Let all who dwell on earth confess 
Jehovah as their God. 
LXXXIV.—partT 1.—v. I, 2, 4, 5. 

O God of hosts, the mighty Lord, 

_ How lovely is the place, 

Where thou, enthron’d in glory, show’st 
The brightness of thy face. * 

My longing soul faints with desire, 

To view thy blest abode ; 

My panting heart and flesh cry out 
For thee, the living God. 

O Lord of hosts, my King and God, 
How highly blest are they, 

Who in thy temple always dwell, 

And there thy praise display. 
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Thrice happy they, whose choice has thee 
Their sure protection made ; 

Who tread by faith the sacred ways, 
That to thy dwelling lead ; 


PART I1.—v. 9, 1], 12. 
Behold, O God, our shield, the face 
Of him who fills the throne, 
Anointed with thy Spirit’s grace, 
Thine own eternal Son! 
Then thro’ thy courts with glory shine, 
And spread thy beams abroad : 
"How rich the joy! the place divine ! 
The dwelling of our God! 
God is a Sun; how bright his light ! 
A shield, how vast his pow’r ! 
He shines ! our souls have sweet delight ! 
He saves |—we want no more. 
The Lord will grace and glory grant, 
And ev'ry good supply ; 
No blessing which his people want 
His bounty can deny. 
LXXXV.—paRrtT 1.—v. 4, 5, 6. 
See, gracious: God, before thy throne 
Thy mourning people bend ! . 
"Tis on thy sov’reign grace alone 
Our humble hopes depend. 
What num’rous crimes increasing rise 
Through this apostate isle ! 
What land so favour’d of the skies, 
And yet what land so vile! 
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How chang’d, alas, are truths divine 
For error, guilt, and shame ! 

What impious numbers bold in sin, 
Disgrace the christian name ! 

O turn thou us, Almighty Lord, 
By thy resistless grace ! 

Then shall our hearts receive thy word, 
And humbly seek thy face. 


PART I1.—v. 9, 10, 12, 13. 

He comes !—the Saviour we proclaim, 
Jesus, the Lord, shall stand 

Near those who fear and love his name’; 
His glory fills the land. 

Mercy and truth united shine 
In our Immanuel’s face ! .. 

There peace and righteousness divine 
With smiles of love embrace ! 

Jehovah views—his blessings round 
Pour o’er the fertile plains ; 

Rich fruits of mercy bless the ground, 
Since our Immanuel reigns ! 

His righteousness prepares his way, 
On high before him gone ; 

We'll trace his steps, his word obey, 
And follow to his throne. 
LXXXVI.—partT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 
O Father, let me be 
An object of thy care ; 

For daily unto Thee 
I lift my humble prayer : 


PSALMS. 


Preserve my soul, for I am thine, 
And guide me with thy truth divine. 
When cares and troubles fall 
On my afflicted soul ; 
To thee, O Lord, I call, 
For thou wilt make me whole : 
So shall I praise thy glorious name, 
And all thy mighty works proclaim. 
PART I1.—v. 11, 12, 13. 
Thou great Instructor, lest I stray, 
O teach my erring feet the way : 
Thy truth, with ever fresh delight, 
Shall guide my doubtful steps aright. 
How oft my heart’s affections yield, 
Scatter’d o'er all the world’s wide field : 
My wand’ring passions, Lord, reclaim, 
Unite them all to fear thy name. 
Then to my God, my heart and tongue, 


With all their pow’rs, shall raise the song: 


On earth thy glories I'll declare, 
Till heav’n th’ immortal notes prepare. 
Thy mercies claim the song I raise, 
The tribute of eternal praise ; 
And there the wondrous grace I'll tell, 
Which sav’d me from the depths of hell. 
PART I11.—v. 17. 
Of thy love, some gracious token, 
Grant us, Lord, before we go; 
Bless thy word which has been spoken, 
Life and peace on all bestow ; 
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When we join the world again, 

Let our hearts with thee remain ! 
O direct us—and protect us, 

Till we gain the heav'’nly shore ; 

Where thy people want no more. 


LXXXVII.—veErsion 1.—v. 1, 2, 5, 6, 7. 


Fix’d on the sacred hills 

Its firm foundations rest ; 

The Lord his Temple fills 

With all his glory blest: 
He waits, where’er his saints adore 
But loves the gates of Zion more. 


O Zion, sacred place ! 
Thy name shall spread around ; 
The city of his grace, 
His wonders there abound: 
What glorious things exalt thy fame 
Thy God, thy glory shall proclaim. 


"Tis Thou, the Lord, Most High! 
Thy Zion shalt defend, 
Shalt all thy foes defy, 
And save her to the end: 
Around thy throne shall all proclaim, 
Immanuel born! the Wondrous Name! 


From thee the plan arose 

Of everlasting grace ; 

Jesus the plan shall close, 

"Midst endless songs of praise : 
While heav’nly harps on high resound, 
All our fresh springs in thee are found. 
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VERSION Il.—VvV. l, Y, 6, 7. 


Glorious things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God ! 
He, whose word cannot be broken, 
Form’d thee for his own abode: — 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation’s wall surrounded, 
Thou art safe from all thy foes. 
Saviour ! if in Zion’s city 
Thou record our worthless name, 
Let the world deride or pity, 
We may well endure the shame: 
Here the streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love, 
Flow to cheer thy sons and daughters, 
And all dread of want remove. 


LXXXVIII.—v. 9, 15, 16, 17, 18. 


Lo! in Gethsemane’s dark shade, 
Our sins upon the Saviour laid, 
He pours out tears and cries: 
Through life oppress'd with ceaseless woes, 
But now in blood those sorrows close, 
To heav'n his pray’rs arise. 


Hail, man of sorrows! we adore 
The love which all our sorrows bore, 
From the first infant breath: 
But now the Lord his terrors spread, 
His wrath hangs heavy o’er his head, 
And sinks his soul in death. 
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Like mighty billows rolling near, 

Around his cross his foes appear ; 
His friends, his God afar ! 

But for our guilt his cross atones, 

He triumphs in his dying groans 
And we his vict’ry share | 


LXXXIX.—partT 1.—v. I, 3, 4, 5. 


Thy mercies, Lord, shall be my song, 
My song on them shall ever dwell ; 
To ages yet unborn my tongue 

Thy never-failing truth shall tell. 


Thus spak’st thou by thy prophet’s voice, 
«“ With Christ a cov’nant I have made; 
‘To him my servant and my choice, 
‘By solemn oaths this grant convey’d. 


‘¢ While earth and seas and skies endure, 
«Thy seed shall in my sight remain ; 
“To them thy throne I will ensure, 

‘“‘ They shall, with thee, for ever reign.” 


For such stupendous truth and love, 
Both heav’n and earth just praises owe, 
By choirs of angels sung above, 

And by assembled saints below. 


PART I1.—v. 16, 17, 18, 19. 


Happy, thrice happy, they who hear 
The gospel trumpet’s joyful sound ; 

Who ’midst assembled saints appear 
With thy most gracious presence crown’d. 
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They shall have joys which never fade, 
Who on thy sacred name rely ; 

And, in thy righteousness array’d, 
Above their foes be rais’d on high. 


For in thy strength they shall advance, 
Whose conquests from thy favour spring ; 
The Lord of hosts is our defence ; 
Immanuel is his people’s king. 


PART III.—v. 46, 47. 


Thee we adore, Eternal Name, 
And own with humble pray’r, 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we are. 


Nearer to endless joy or wo 
We're brought by ev’ry breath ; 

And yet how unconcern’d we go 
Upon the brink of death ! 


Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense, 
To walk this dang’rous road : 

And if our souls are hurried hence, 
May they be found with God! 


XC.—PART 1.—v. 1—7. 


Lord, thou hast been thy people’s rest 
Through all their generations, 

Their refuge when by danger prest, 
Their hope in tribulations ; 

Thou, ere the mountains sprang to birth, 

Or ever thou hadst form’d the earth, 
Art God from everlasting. . 
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The sons of men return to clay, 

When thou the word hast spoken, 
As with a torrent borne away, 

Gone like a dream when broken: 
A thousand years are, in thy sight, 
But as a watch amid the night, 

Or yesterday departed. 


At morn we flourish like the grass 
With dew and sun-beams lighted, 
But ere the cool of evening pass, 
The rich array is blighted : 
Thus do thy chastisements consume 
Youth’s tender leaf and beauty’s bloom; 
We fade at thy displeasure. 


PART II.—v. 9—17. 


Our life is like the transient breath 
That tells a mournful story, 

Early or late, stopt short by death ; 
And where is all our glory ? 

Our days are three-score years and ten, 

And if the span be lengthen’d then, 
Their strength is toil and sorrow. 


Lo, thou hast set before thine eyes 
All our misdeeds and errors ; 
Our secret sins from darkness rise, 
At thine awakening terrors. 
Who shall abide the trying hour? 
Who knows the thunder of thy power ? 
We flee unto thy mercy. 


PSALMS. 


Lord, teach us so to mark our days, 
That we may prize them duly ; 
So guide our feet in wisdom’s ways, 
That we may love thee truly : 
Return, O Lord, our griefs behold, 
And with thy goodness as of old, 

O satisfy us early. 
Restore our comforts as our fears, 
Our joy as our affliction ; 
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Give to thy Church, through changing years, 


Increasing benediction ; 
Thy glorious beauty there reveal, 
And with thy perfect image seal 
Thy servants and their labour. 
XCI.—parT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 
He that has God his guardian made, 
Shall, under the Almighty’s shade, 

Secure and undisturb’d abide, 
Thus to my soul of him I'll say, 

He is my fortress and my stay, 

My God, in whom I will confide. 
His tender love, and watchful care, 
Shall save us from the fowler’s snare, 

And from the noisome pestilence ; 
He over us his wings shall spread, 
And cover our unguarded head ; 


His truth shall be our strong defence. 


PART II.—v. 5, 6, 11, 12, 14, 15, 16. 

From the sword at noonday wasting, 
From the nojsome pestilence, 

In the depth of midnight blasting, 
God shall be thy sure defence. 
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He shall charge his angel-legions 

Watch and ward o’er thee to keep, 
Though thou walk through hostile regions, 

Though in desert-wilds thou sleep. 
Since, with pure and firm affection, 

Thou on God hast set thy love, 
With the wings of his protection, 

He will shield thee from above: 
Thou shalt call on Him in trouble, 

He will hearken, He will save,- 
Here for grief reward thee double, 

Crown with life beyond the grave. 

- PART I11.—v. 10. 

God of Israel we adore thee ! 

Thou hast kept us through the day; 
Thus preserv’d we come before thee, 

Our’s the new and living way | 

Safely keep us through the night ; 

Guard us till the morning light ; 
Nor forsake us ;—till thou take us, 

Far from earth to dwell with thee, 

Through a bright eternity ! 

XCII.—VvERsIon 1.—v. 1—5. 

Sweet is the work, my God, my King! 
To praise thy name, give thanks and sing ; 
To show thy love with morning light ; 
And talk of all thy truth at night. 
Sweet is the day of sacred rest ; 
Let no vain thoughts disturb my breast ; 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David’s harp of solemn sound ! 
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My heart shall triumph in the Lord, 
And bless his works, and bless his word ; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine! 
How deep thy counsels, how divine ! 
Lord, I would love thy courts below ; 
And, when thy heav’nly rest I know, 
Thy praise shall all my pow’rs employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 

VERSION I1.—v. 1, 2, 4, 5, 7, 11. 
Thou, who art enthron’d above, 
Thou, in whom we live and move, 

Oh how sweet with heart and tongue 
To resound thy name in song, 
When the morning fills the skies, 
When the evening stars arise. 
From thy works my joy proceeds: 
How I triumph in thy deeds ! 
Who thy wonders can express ? 
All thy thoughts are fathomless : 
Lord, thou art most great, most high ; 
God from all eternity. 
All who in their sins delight, 
Shall be scatter'd by thy might ; 
But, as palm-trees lift the head, 
As the stately cedars spread, 
So the righteous shall be seen, 
Ever fruitful, ever green. 

XCIII. 
The Lord is King ;—upon his throne, 

He sits in garments glorious ; 

Or girds for war his armour on, 

In ev'ry field victorious : 
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The world came forth at his command ; 
Built on his word, its pillars stand ; 
They never can be shaken. 


The Lord was King ere time began, 
His reign is everlasting ; 

When high the floods in tumult ran, 
Their foam to heav’n up-casting, 
He made the raging waves his path ; 
—The sea is mighty in his wrath, 
But God on high is mightier. 


Thy testimonies, Lord, are sure ; 
Thy realm fears no commotion, 
Firm as the earth, whose shores endure 
Th’ eternal toil of ocean. 
And thou with perfect peace wilt bless 
Thy faithful flock ;—for holiness 
Becomes thine house for ever. 


XCIV.—v. 12, 13, 14. 


Blest is the man whom Thou, O Lord, 
In mercy dost correct ; 

Blest is the man who by thy word 
Thou kindly dost direct. 

On thy kind arm he shall repose, 
In seasons of distress ; 

While God prepares a pit for those 
Who wilfully transgress. 

For God will ne’er cast off his saints, 
Nor his own promise break ; 

He pardons his inheritance, 
For their Redeemer’s sake. 
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XCV.—PART 1.—v. 1, 2, 3. 


Come let our hearts and voices join, 
And strains of triumph raise : 

Sing to the Lord, in songs divine, 
Our rock, the Saviour, praise ! 

Come where his glory he displays, 
Your lips in thanks employ ; 

And speak the wonders of his grace, 
In psalms of sacred joy. 

Jehovah reigns, the God supreme | 
Your noblest off’rings bring : 

O’er all in heaven and in earth, 
The everlasting King! 

PART II.—v. 3, 4, 5. 

The God of nature and of grace, 
In all his works appears ; 

His goodness through the earth we trace, 
His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe; 
By Him in wisdom plann’d ; 

*Twas He who girded, like a robe, 
The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the arch of heaven your eye ; 
Thither his path pursue ; 

His glory, boundless as the sky, 
O’erwhelms the wond'ring view. 

How excellent, O Lord, thy name 
In all creation’s lines ! 

Spread through eternity, thy fame 
With rising lustre shines. 
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PART I11.—v. 6, 7, 8, 10, 11. 


O come let us worship and kneel 

Before our Creator, our God ; 

—His people who serve him with zeal 
—The flock whom he guides with his rod. 
To-day, let us hearken, to-day, | 
To the voice that yet speaks from above, 
And all his commandments obey, 

For all his commandments are love. 

His wrath let us fear to provoke, 

To dwell in his favour unite ; 

His service is freedom, his yoke 

Is easy, his burden is light. 

But, oh! of rebellion beware, 

Rebellion that hardens the breast, 

Lest God in his anger should swear 
That we shall not enter his rest. 


XCVI.—paRT 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 7. 


Now let our songs arise, 
In new exalted strains; 
Let earth repeat it to the skies, 
Jehovah Jesus reigns. 
Sing to the Lord our God, 
His sacred name to bless, 
His great salvation all abroad, 
From day to day confess. 
’Midst heathen nations place 
The glories of his throne, 
And let the wonders of his grace 
Thro’ all the world be known. 
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Let men of ev’ry tribe, 
And ev'ry nation sing ; 

Glory, and grace, and might ascribe 
To our eternal King. 

PART I1.—v. 11, 13. 
Ye highest heav’ns rejoice, 
Let earth his presence greet, 

And ocean pour, with roaring voice, 
Its fulness at his feet. 

He comes,—let all rejoice ; 
The Saviour stoops below ; 

He comes, on,messages of grace ; 
Salvation to bestow ! 

Tho’ humble in his birth, 
Exalted is his throne: 

Soon shall he rise to judge the earth, 
And make his justice known. 
XCVII.—veErsIon 1.—v. 1, 2, 12. 

Jehovah reigns! with sounds of joy 
Let earth approach the Lord, 

And distant isles their songs employ, 
His honours to record. 


Darkness and clouds around him wait, 


His ways are all unknown; 

Yet truth and grace support his seat, 
And justice is his throne. 

Rejoice, ye righteous, in the Lord, 
Nor yield to sorrow more ; 

His name with thankful songs record, 
His holiness adore. 
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XCVII.—veRsion 11.—v. l. 


Nature with all her pow’r shall sing 
God the Creator, and the King: 
Nor air, nor earth, nor skies, nor seas, 
Deny the tribute of their praise. 
He builds and guards the British throne, 
And makes it gracious like his own; 
Makes our successive Princes kind, 
And gives our dangers to the wind. 
Raise monumental praises high 
To him that thunders through the sky, 
And with an awful nod or frown, 
Shakes the aspiring tyrant down. 
XCVIII.—v. 1—5. 
Sing to the Lord a new-made song, 
Who wondrous things hath done; 
With his right hand and holy arm, 
The conquest he hath won. 
The Lord has thro’ th’ astonish’d world, 
Display’d his saving might, 
And made his gracious acts appear, 
In all the heathens’ sight. 
Of Israel’s house, his love and truth 
Have ever mindful been ; 


Wide earth’s remotest parts, the pow’r 


Of Israel’s God have seen. 
Therefore let earth’s inhabitants 

Their cheerful voices raise, 
And all, with universal joy, 

Resound their Saviour’s praise. 
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XCIX.—v. 1, 2, 3. 


The Lord Jehovah reigns, 
Let all the nations fear ; 
Let sinners tremble at his throne, 
And saints be humble there. 
In Zion is his throne, 
His honours are divine; 
His Church shall make his wonders known, 
For there his glories shine. 
How wonderful, how great, 
How holy is his name! 
How just and true are all his ways ! 
From age to age the same. 
C.—VERSION I. 
All people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice ; 
Him serve with fear, his praise forth tell, 
Come ye before him and rejoice. 
The Lord, ye know, is God indeed, 
Without our aid he did us make, 
We are his flock, he doth us feed, 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 


O enter then his gates with praise, 
Approach with joy his courts unto; 
Praise, laud, and bless his name always, 
For it is seemly so to do. 

For why? the Lord our God is good, 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 

His truth at all times firmly stood, 

And shall from age to age endure. 
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VERSION II. 


Before Jehovah’s awful throne, 

Ye nations bow with sacred joy, 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 

He can create, and he destroy. 

His sov’reign pow’r without our aid, 

Made us of clay, and form’d us men; 

And when, like wand’ring sheep, we stray’d, 

He brought us to his fold again. 

We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs, 

High as the heav'n our voices raise ; 

And earth with her ten thousand tongues, 

Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

Wide as the world is thy command; 

Vast as eternity thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 

When rolling years shall cease to move. 
CI.—v. 1, 2, 3. 

Judgment—Mercy—themes divine ! 

Iu thy ways, Great God, they join: 

To thy name the strains belong, 

To thy name I'll raise the song. 

All perfection, heav’nly Lord, 

Are the doctrines of thy word : 

There thy wisdom I discern, 

Wisdom there my soul shall learn. 

O let me thy presence see ! 

Grant thy richest grace to me! 

That my soul may never stray, 

From thine own most perfect way. 
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CII.—v. 25, 26, 27, 28. 


Of old, in majesty array'd, 

Thy pow’r the world’s foundation laid, 
And bade the solid structure rise: 

Thy word the fluid heav’ns expands, 

It was thine own creating hands, 
Spread the bright orbs o’er all the skies. 


These, these shall perish at thy word, 
Thou still the Everlasting Lord 
When earth dissolves, or heav'ns decay ! 
Chang’d as a vesture, rent and old, 
Thy hands the vast expanse shall fold, 
And bid its glories pass away ! 


But thou, Jehovah, art the same ! 
Jesus shall rule o’er all supreme ; 
Through all eternity his years ! 
With him his saints shall rise to reign, 
His church eternal glory gain, 
When ruin’d nature disappears. 


CIII.—part 1.—v. 1 2, 3, 4. 


My soul with sweet delight 
Jehovah's praise proclaim ; 
Let all my inmost pow’rs unite, 

For holy is his name. | 


My soul his praise repeat, 
And still adoring stand, 
Nor e’er ungratefully forget 

The bounties of his hand. 
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The mercy of the Lord 
Thy num’rous sins forgives ; 
Diseases fly before his word, 
And dying nature lives. 
When danger spreads around, 
He ransoms from the grave ; 
Thy life with loving-kindness crown’d, 
His tender mercies save. 
PART I1.—v. 8—13. 
The Lord abounds with tender love, 
And unexampled acts of grace: 
His waken’d wrath does slowly move, 
His willing mercy flies apace. 
God will not always harshly chide, 
But with his anger quickly part ; 
And loves his punishments to guide 
More by his love than our desert. 
As high as heav’n its arch extends 
Above this little spot of clay ; 
So much his boundless love transcends 
The small respects that we can pay. 
As far as ’tis from east to west, 
So far hath he our sins removd ; 
Who with a father’s tender breast, 
Hath such as fear him always lov’d. 
PART III.—v. 15—22. 
Mark the field-flower where it groweth, 
Frail and beautiful ;—anon, 
When the south-wind softly bloweth, 
Look again, the flower is gone ; 
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Such is man; his honours pass, 
Like the glory of the grass. 
From eternity, enduring 
To eternity,—the Lord, 
Still his people’s bliss insuring, 
Keeps his covenanted word ; 
Yea with truth and righteousness 
Children’s children He will bless. 
As in heav’n, his throne and dwelling, 
King on earth He holds his sway ; 
Angels, ye in strength excelling, 

Bless the Lord, his voice obey ; 

All his works beneath the pole, 

Bless the Lord, with thee, my soul. 

CIV.—veERSION 1.—v. 1—3, 24, 25, 27—-32. 

My soul, adore the Lord of might ; 
With uncreated glory crown’d, 
And clad in royalty of light, 
He draws the curtain’d heavens round ; 
Dark waters his pavilion form, 
Clouds are his car, his wheels the storm. 
How manifold thy works, O Lord, 
In wisdom, pow’r, and goodness wrought ! 
The earth is with thy riches stor’d, 
And ocean with thy wonders fraught : 
Unfathom’d caves beneath the deep 
For thee their hidden treasures keep. 
By thee alone the living live ; 
Hide but thy face, their comforts fly ; 
They gather what thy seasons give ; 
Take thou away their breath they die: 
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Send forth thy Spirit from above, 
And all is life again and love. 
Joy in his works Jehovah takes, 
Yet to destruction they return ; 
He looks upon the earth, it quakes, 
Touches the mountains, and they burn: 
—Thou, God, for ever art the same ; 
I AM is thine unchanging name. 
VERSION 11.—v. 1, 2, 3, 33, 84, 35. 
Bless God, O my soul; rejoice in his name ; 
O Lord, let my voice thy greatness proclaim ; 
Surpassing in honour, dominion, and might, 
Thy throne is the heaven, thy robe is the light. 
The sky we behold, a curtain display’d ; 
The chambers of heav’n on waters are laid; 
The clouds are a chariot, thy glory they bear, 
On winds thou art wafted, thou ridest on air. 
O Lord, I would sing, thy glory to raise ; 
Delightful the strain, when tun’d to thy praise: 
The vile have theirsuff rings, the just their reward, 
Bless God, O my spirit; my soul praise the Lord. 
CV.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 
O render thanks and bless the Lord ; 
Invoke his sacred name; 
Acquaint the nations with his deeds, 
His matchless deeds proclaim. 
Sing to his praise in lofty hymns, 
His wondrous works rehearse ; 
Make them the theme of your discourse, 
And subject of your verse. 
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Rejoice in his Almighty name, 
Alone to be ador’d; 
And let their hearts o’erflow with joy 
That humbly seek the Lord. 
Seek ye the Lord, his saving strength 
Devoutly still implore ; 
And, where he’s ever present, seek 
His face for evermore. 
CVI.—v. I, 2, 4, 5. 
O render thanks to God above, 
The fountain of eternal love; 
Whose mercy firm thro’ ages past 
Has stood and shall for ever last. 
Who can his mighty deeds express, 
_ Not only vast but numberless ? 
What mortal eloquence can raise 
His tribute of immortal praise ? 
Extend to me that favour, Lord, 
Thou to thy chosen dost afford ; 
When thou return’st to set them free, 
Let thy salvation visit me. 
O may I worthy prove to see 
Thy saints in full prosperity ; 
That I the joyful choir may join, 
And count thy people’s triumph mine! 
CVITI.—part 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 8. 
With grateful songs surround his throne, 
Whose goodness o’er the earth is known ; 
Whose mercy, boundless as his name, 
Flows thro’ eternity the same ! 
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Ye ransom’d whom his love secures, 
Your’s is the grace, the strains be your’s ; 
By him redeem’d, his mercy tell, 

Who sav'd you from the pow’rs of hell. 


From east to west, from south to north, 
His goodness sent his gospel forth : 

He call’d, and as his grace inclin’d, 
Bow’‘d to his truth your willing mind. 


O that the sons of men would raise 
Their tribute to Jehovah’s praise ! 
Would speak his goodness and declare 
The wonders which his children share. 


PART I1,—v. 10, 11, 13, 15. 


They that mourn in dungeon-gloom, 
Bound in iron and despair, 
Sentenc’d to an heavier doom 

Than the pangs they suffer there ;— 
Foes and rebels once to God, 

They disdain’d his high control ; 
Now they feel his fiery rod 

Striking terrors through their soul. 


Then unto the Lord they cry, 

He inclines a gracious ear, 

Sends deliv’rance from on high, 
Rescues them from all their fear. 
O that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 
For the wonders of his word, 

And the riches of his grace. 
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PART I11.—-v. 23-26, 28—31. 


They that toil upon the deep, 

And in vessels light and frail, 

O’er the mighty waters sweep 
With the billow and the gale,— 
Mark what wonders God performs, 
When he speaks, and, unconfin’d, 
Rush to battle all his storms 

In the chariots of the wind. 


Up to heav’n their bark is whirl’d 
On the mountain of the wave ; 
Down as suddenly ’tis hurl’d 

To th’ abysses of the grave. 
Then unto the Lord they cry, 
He inclines a gracious ear, 

Sends deliv’rance from on high, 
Rescues them from all their fear. 


Calm and smooth the surges flow, 
And, where deadly lightning ran, 
God’s own reconciling bow 

Metes the ocean with a span. 

O that men would praise the Lord, 
For his goodness to their race ; 
For the wonders of his word, 

And the riches of his grace ! 


CVIII.—v. 1, 3, 4, 5. 


O God, my heart is fully bent 
To magnify thy name: 
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My tongte, with cheerful songs of praise, 


Shall celebrate thy fame. 
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To all thy list’ning saints, O Lord, 
Thy wonders I will tell ; 

And sing thy glorious praise to all, 
Who round about us dwell. 


Because thy mercy’s boundless height 
The highest heav'n transcends, 

And far above th’ aspiring clouds 
Thy faithful truth extends. 


Be thou, O God, exalted high, 
Above the starry frame ; 

And let the earth, with one consent, 
Confess thy glorious name. 


CIX.—v. 1, 20, 21, 22, 25, 29. 


Thou glorious theme of all my praise, 
While to thy throne my cries I raise, 
Great God, no more in silence wait, 
Regardless of my dang’rous state. 


Sweet is thy mercy, heav’nly King, 
Haste, let thy arm salvation bring ; 
For helpless poor, with guilt opprest, 
My heart lies wounded in my breast. 


My days, which move unnotic’d on, 
Swift as the ev’ning shades are gone; 
Rise, Mighty God! thy help prepare, 
Abundant as thy mercies are ! 

To thee, Eternal Lord, I'll raise 

The noblest tribute of my praise ; 

To wond'ring crowds thy grace proclaim, 
Till sinners bless the Saviour’s name. 
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CX.—venrsion 1.—v. 1, 2, 3. 
Jehovah speaks ;—while heav'n attends, 
Jesus our Lord, his throne ascends: 

At his right hand, he bids him sit, 

Till at his feet his foes submit. 

Cloth’d with the strength thine arm supplies, 
In Zion shall thy sceptre rise : 

Thence shall thy Spirit and thy word 
Extend thy kingdom, Mighty Lord! 

Rule, Great Redeemer ! ’midst thy foes 

The triumphs of thy cross disclose : 

Thy people, when thy pow’r is known, 
With willing hearts shall crowd thy throne. 
VERSION 11.—v. 3, 4, 5. 

We wait the great triumphant day ; 
The willing nations own thy sway, 

And joy thy rising beams to view ; 
Rescu'd by thee from error’s night, 
They shine as numberless and bright, 

As crystal drops of morning dew. 
The Lord hath sworn, nor sworn in vain, 
That, like Melchizedeck’s, his reign 

And priesthood shall no period know : 
God will exalt his glorious head, 
Through the whole earth his kingdom spread, 

And lay each haughty rebel low. 

CXI.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 
Praise ye the Lord; our God to praise 
My soul her utmost pow’rs shall raise : 
With private friends, and in the throng 
Of saints, his praise shall be my song. 
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His works for greatness are renown’d ; 

His works most wonderful are found 

By those who seek for them aright, 

And in the pious search delight. 

His works are all of matchless fame, 

And universal glory claim ; 

His truth, confirm’d thro’ ages past, 

Shall to eternal ages last. 

By precepts he hath us enjoin’d 

To keep his wondrous works in mind ; 

And to posterity record, 

That good and gracious is the Lord. 
CXII.—v. 1, 2, 4, 9. 

Praise ye the Lord :—the man is blest, 

Whose heart with sacred fear imprest, 

By thy commands directs his way, 

His highest pleasure to obey : 

His seed on earth shall be renown’d, 

And with successive blessings crown’d. 

When round the just afflictions rise, 

And sorrows darken o’er his skies, 

Some beam shall break—some heav’nly ray, 

Shall turn the darkness into day : 

His heart is gracious, just, and kind, 

In him the poor, compassion find. 

Array’d in righteousness divine, 

Thy saints thro’ endless years shall shine ; 

Plac’d-on thy throne, their free reward, 

They shall be near and like their Lord ; 

There from their foes triumphant rest, 

With everlasting honours blest ! 
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CXIII.—version 1.—v. 1—5. 


Ye saints and servants of the Lord, 
The triumphs of his name record, 

His sacred name for ever bless ; 
Where’er the circling sun displays 
His rising beams or setting rays, 

Due praise to his great name address. 
God thro’ the world extends his sway ; 
The regions of eternal day 

But shadows of his glory are: 

To him whose majesty excels, 
Who made the heav’n in which he dwells, 

Let no created pow’r compare. 


VERSION.—I1.—-V.. 1, 2; 3, 4. 


Praise ye the Lord: his praise record, 
Ye servants of th’ Eternal Lord: 
Jehovah's pow’r and grace proclaim, 
With endless honours on his name. 
Jesus, the name which angels bless, 
In strains of noblest praise confess: 
Ye saints, your rising Lord adore, 
Thro’ time, till time shall be no more. 
His name your highest songs should raise, 
Where’er the sun its beams displays: 
Where all his morning glories rise, 
Or where he sinks in western skies. 
Far rais’d o’er all created things 
He sits: th’ eternal King of kings ! 
And spreads his glory and his fame, 
Above the heav’n’s expanded frame. 
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VERSION.—111.— Vv. 1, 5—?7. 


Who is like God ?—so great, so high, 
He bows himself to view the sky, 
And yet, with condescending grace, 
Looks down upon the human race. 


He hears the uncomplaining moan 
Of those who sit and weep alone ; 
He lifts the mourner from the dust, 
And saves the poor in him that trust. 


Servants of God, in joyful lays, 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah’s praise ; 
His saving name let all adore, 
From age to age, for evermore. 


CXIV.—v. 1—4, 7, 8. 


When Israel's tribes, in firm array, 
From Egypt’s coasts pursu’d their way, 
Where a strange tongue they heard ; 
Jehovah, Majesty Divine! 
In Judah bade his presence shine, 
And Israel own’d their Lord. 


The Ocean saw ; the Ocean fled; 

And Jordan backward to its head 
Roll’d its averted flood : 

Like rams the lofty mountains leap ; 

And lesser hills, like feeble sheep, 
They own the present God ! 


Tremble thou earth before the Lord ; 
His presence, in his church ador’d, 
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Shall save his chosen race : 
Forth from the flint the fountains broke, 
At his command :—and Christ our Rock 
Pours endless streams of grace ! 


CXV.—v. I, 2, 3. 


Not to ourselves, Thou God of grace ! 
Not to ourselves we give the praise : 
Nor strength, nor righteousness, we claim, 
We yield the glory to thy name. : 
We plead thy mercy, Gracious Lord ! 
Rest on thy truth. and trust thy word: 
Then, wherefore should the heathen Say, 
“‘ Where's now their God remov’d away !” 
Our God in heav’n his throne maintains ; 
Our God o’er earth and nature reigns ; 
And, when his ways are most unknown, 
Thro’ the whole world his will is done. 
CXVI.— part 1.—v. 1, 2, 7, 15, 16. 
I love the Lord ;—He lent an ear 
When I for help implor’d; 
He rescued me from all my fear 
Therefore I love the Lord. 
Return, my soul, unto thy rest, 
From God no longer roam ; 
His hand hath bountifully blest, 
His goodness call’d thee home. 
Thou God of covenanted grace, 
Hear and record my vow, 
While in thy courts I seek thy face, 
And at thine altar bow :— 
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Henceforth to Thee, myself I give ; 
With single heart and eye, 

To walk before Thee, while I live, 
And bless Thee, when I die. 
PART I1.—v. 11, 12. 

For mercies, countless as the sands, 
Which daily I receive, 
From Jesus my Redeemer’s hands, 
My soul what canst thou give ? 
Alas ! from such a heart as mine, 
What can I bring him forth? 
My best is stain’d and died with sin, 
My all is nothing worth. 
Yet this acknowledgement I'll make, 
For all he has bestow’d, 
Salvation’s sacred cup I’ll take, 
And call upon my God. 
CXVII. 
From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ! 
Let the Redeemer’s name be sung 
Thro’ ev’ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 
Eternal are thy mercies Lord ; 
Eternal truth attends thy word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 
CXVIII.—rart 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 4. 
With grateful hearts Jehovah praise, 
The fountain of eternal grace! 
His mercy flows a boundless stream, 
Thro’ all eternity the same ! 
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Now let his Church the triumph join, 
Shout, and proclaim in songs divine, 

His mercy flows a boundless stream, 

Thro’ all eternity the same ! 


Ye who the sacred priesthood bear, 
Thro’ earth the joyful sounds declare ; 
His mercy flows a boundless stream, 
Thro’ all eternity the same ! 

Ye saints, who fear and love the Lord, 
Say, as his praise your hearts record, 
His mercy flows a boundless stream, 
Thro’ all eternity the same ! 


PART I1.—v. 22, 23, 29. 


He whom the builders once refus’d, 
Is now the corner-stone ; 

This is the wondrous work of God, 
The work of God alone. 

This day is God's ; let all the land 
Exalt their cheerful voice : 

Lord, we beseech thee, save us now, 
And make us still rejoice. 

O let us then give thanks to God, 
Who still does gracious prove ; 

And let the tribute of our praise 
Be endless as his love. 


PART III.—v. 24, 26, 28. 
This is the day the Lord hath made, 
He calls the hours his own; 
Let heav’n rejoice, let earth be glad, 


And praise surround the throne. 
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To-day Christ rose, and left the dead, 
And Satan’s empire fell ; 

To-day the saints his triumphs spread, 
And of his wonders tell. 


Blest be the Lord, who comes to men 
With messages of grace ; 

To ransom by his bitter pain, 
And save the chosen race. 


Hosanna in the highest strains 
The Church on earth can raise ! 
The highest heav’ns in which he reigns 
Shall give him nobler praise. 


CXIX.—parrtT 1.—v. 10, 11, 12. 


Before thy mercy seat, O Lord! ; 
Behold thy servants stand, 

To ask the knowledge of thy word, 
The guidance of thy hand. 


Let thy eternal truths, we pray, 
Dwell richly in each heart ; 

That from the safe and narrow way 
We never may depart. 


Help us to see a Saviour's love 
Shining in ev'ry page ; 

And let the thought of joys above 
Our inmost souls engage. 


Thus, while thy word our footsteps guides, 
O may we safely go, 

To those fair realms, where love provides 
A final rest from wo! 
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PART II.——V. 17, 18, 24. 


Grant me thy richest grace, 
Thou ever bounteous Lord ! 

Then shall I live thy love to trace, 
Observant of thy word. 

Mine eyes from darkness free, 
Illum’d with light divine, 

And let my soul those wonders see 
Which in thy statutes shine. 
What joy thy words impart ! 

I sweetly there confide : 

Best counsellors they cheer my heart, 
And ev’ry step shall guide. 

PART I11.—v. 20, 28, 47, 48, 66, 68. 

‘Father of mercies, in thy word 
What endless glory shines ! 

For ever be thy name ador’d 
For these celestial lines. 

Here the Redeemer’s gracious voice 
Spreads hope and peace around ; 

And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

Divine Instructor! gracious Lord ! 
Be thou for ever near : 

Teach us to love thy sacred word, 
And find the Saviour there. 

O may these heav'nly pages be 
Our first, and chief delight ; 

And still new beauties may we see, 
And still increasing light. 
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PART 1V.—Vv. 97, 72, 67, 71. 
O how I love thy holy word ; 
Thy gracious covenant O Lord: 
It guides and keeps me in thy way; 
I think upon it night and day. 
What are the mines of shining wealth ; 
The strength of youth, the bloom of health ? 
What are all joys, compared with those 
Thine everlasting word bestows ? 
O hadst thou left me unchastis d 
Thy precepts I had still despis’d ; 
But now thy word is my delight, 
And makes my prospects calm and bright. 
PART v.—v. 105, 107. 
How precious is the book divine 
By inspiration giv'n, | 
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine 
To guide our feet to heav'n. 
It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts, 
And checks our rising tears ; 
Light, life and joy it still imparts, 
And drives away our fears. 
This lamp through ev’ry gloomy night 
Shall guide our lonely way ; 
Till we behold the clearer light 
Of an eternal day. 
PART vi.—v. 129, 1380, 133. 
The Spirit breathes upon the word, 
And brings the truth to sight ; 
Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light. 
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A glory gilds the sacred page 
Majestic like the Sun ; 
It gives a light to ev'ry age, 
It gives but borrows none. 
Let everlasting thanks be thine, 
For such a bright display, 
As makes a world of darkness shine, 
With beams of heav’nly day. 
May we continue to pursue 
The steps of him we love, 
Till glory breaks upon our view, 
In brighter worlds above. 
CXX.—v. 1. 
When in the depth of deep distress, 
I call’d upon the God of grace, 
He heard my supplicating voice 
And bade my fainting soul rejoice. 
For this, when future sorrows rise, 
To him will I direct my cries : 
For this, through all my future days, 


Adore his name and sing his praise. 


CXXI.—part 1.—v. 1, 2, 3, 8. 
To Zion’s hills I lift mine eyes, 
From thence expecting aid ; 
On fim my soul for help relies, 


Who heav’n and earth has made. 


Then thou my soul in peace abide, 
Thy guardian will not sleep ; 
Thy gracious Saviour’s tender care 
Will thee from danger keep. 
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At home, abroad, where’er thou art, 
Thy God will thee defend ; 
Conduct thee thro’ life’s pilgrimage, 
Safe to thy journey’s end. 
PART 11.—v. 4—7. 
Through the day thy love has spar’d us, 
Now we lay us down to rest: 
Through the silent watches guard us ; 
Let no foe our peace molest: 
Jesus now our guardian be: 
Sweet it is to trust in thee. 


Pilgrims here on earth, and strangers, 
Dwelling in the midst of foes ; 
Us and ours preserve from dangers : 
In thine arms may we repose; - 

And when life’s short day is past, 
Rest with thee in heav’n at last. 
CXXII.—v. 1, 2, 6, 7. 

O ’twas a joyful sound to hear 
Our tribes devoutly say, 

Arise, and to the temple haste 
To keep your festal day. 


’Tis thither by divine command, 
That we would oft repair, 
Before his throne to celebrate 
His name with praise and pray’r. 


O pray we then for Salem's peace, 
For they shall prosp’rous be, 

(Thou holy city of our God !) 
Who bear true love to thee. 
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May peace within thy sacred walls, 
A constant guest be found! 
With plenty and prosperity 
Be all thy dwellings crown’d ; 
CXXIIT.—vERsI0n I. 


To Thee, we lift our waiting eyes, 

O thou, that dwell’st above the skies ! 

As servants in attention stand, 

And watch and wait their master’s hand: 

So at thy throne, Eternal Lord, 

We wait thy will, and watch thy word, 

Till thy kind voice invites us near, 

And mercy scatters ev'ry fear. 

Tho’ by thy sov’reign hand chastis’d, 

On earth afflicted and despis’d, 

O God, thy mercy we implore, 

Thy mercy to our souls restore. 
VERSION II. 

Lord, before thy throne we bend ; 

Lord, to thee our hopes ascend ; 

Servants to our master true, 

Lord, we yield thee homage due: 

Children to our God we fly, 

Gracious Father hear our cry. 

From the heav’ns, thy dwelling place, 

Hear and grant thy pard’ning grace ; 

In temptation’s dang’rous hour, 

Leave us not beneath its powr: 

God, our Saviour, still be nigh, 

Lord of life and victory ! 
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CXXIV.—v. I, 2, 3, 7. 


The Lord is on our side, 
His people now may say ; 
The Lord is on our side ;—or we 
Had fall’n a sudden prey. 
_ Sin, Satan, Death, and Hell 
Like fire, against us rose ; 
Then had the flames consum’d us quick, 
But God repell’d our foes. 
Our help is from the Lord ; 
In him we will confide, 
Who stretch’d the heavens, who form’d the 
earth: 
— The Lord is on our side. 


CXXV.—-v. 1, 2, 4. 


They who in God confide, 
Who trust Jehovah's love, 

Shall safe as Zion’s mount abide, 
Whose base no storms remove. 
As round the sacred place, 
Where Salem’s city rose, 

Strong mountains their foundation trace, 
And lofty hills enclose. 
So, where his Church is found, 
Jehovah’s presence nigh, _ 

With glory shall his saints surround, 
And all their foes defy. 
Thou God of boundless love ! 
Now let thy grace appear ! 

Let all thy saints thy goodness prove, 
Whose hearts are found sincere. 
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When God from sin’s captivity 

Sets his afflicted people free, 

Lost in amaze, their mercies seem 

The transient raptures of a dream. 

But soon our ransom’d souls rejoice, 
And mirth and music swell! our voice, 
Exulting, we sing praises thus, 

‘¢ The Lord hath done great things for us.” 
Turn our captivity, O Lord, 

As southern rivers, at thy word, 

Bound from their channels, and restore 
Plenty, where all was waste before. 
Who sow in tears shall reap in joy ; 
Nought shall the precious seed destroy, 
Nor long the weeping exiles roam, 

But bring their sheaves rejoicing home. 


CXXVII.—v. J, 2, 3. 


Vain is the builder's toil and care, 

The well-fram'd structure to prepare, 
If God his aid deny : 

Who can secure the city keep? 

In vain the watch refuse to sleep, 
Without Jehovah's eye ! 

Tis vain to rise ere morning light, 

With lengthen’d cares curtail the night, 
Unless the Lord hath blest : 

He loves his saints; in calm repose 

He bids sweet sleep their eye-lids close, 
And sends refreshing rest. 
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CXXVIII.—v. 1, 2, 5, 6, 7. 


He shal! countless blessings find, 
He, who with a stedfast mind 

Fears Jehovah, and obeys, 

And delights in all his ways. 

Thou shalt from thy fruitful lands, 
Eat the labour of thy hands: 

Peace and happiness are thine, 
Heav'nly hopes and joys divine. 
Thus, through life thy bliss shall grow, 
Bless‘d in all thy paths below : 

God shall crown thee from above, 
With the gifts of endless love. 

Thou shalt see, with joyful eyes, 
Salem's city prosp'rous rise : 

View thy children’s long increase ; 
And the Church adorn’d with peace. 
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Oft from my youth, may Israel say, 
Have I been sore assailed ; 

Oft have the wicked vex’d my soul, 
But never yet prevail‘d : 

The ploughers plough’d upon my back, 
And made long furrows there ; 

But strong to save, the righteous Lord 
Hath broke the deadly snare. 

Confusion and defeat repay 
The hate of Zion’s foes: 

Like grass that on the housetop springs, 
But withers as it grows ;— 
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So shall their evil purpose end 
In fruitless toil and shame ; 
Nor any wish their hopes success, 
Nor bless them in God's name. 
CXXX.—partT 1.—v. 1, 4. 
Out of the depths of wo 
To Thee, O Lord, I cry; 
Darkness surrounds me, but 1 know 
That thou art ever nigh. 
Then hearken to my voice, 
Give ear to my complaint ; 
Thou bid’st the mourning soul rejoice, 
Thou comfortest the faint. 


I cast my hope on Thee, 
Thou canst, Thou wilt forgive ; 
Wert thou to mark iniquity, 
Who in thy sight could live ? 
Humbly on Thee I wait, 
Confessing all my sin ; 
Lord, I am knocking at thy gate, 
Open, and take me in. 
PART II.—v. 5, 8. 
My soul with patience waits 
For thee the living Lord ; 
My hopes are on thy promise built, 
Thy never-failing word. 
My longing eyes look out 
For thy enliv’ning ray, 
More duly than the morning watch 
To spy the dawning day. 
D8 
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Let Israel trust in God, 
No bounds his mercy knows ; 

The plenteous source and spring from whence 
Eternal succour flows. 


Whose friendly streams to us 
Supplies in want convey ; 

A healing spring, a spring to cleanse 
And wash our guilt away. 

CXXXI. 

Lord for ever at thy side 
Let my place and portion be ; 
Strip me of the robe of pride, 
Clothe me with humility. 


Meekly may my soul receive 
All thy Spirit hath reveal’d ; 
Thou hast spoken,—I believe 
Though the prophecy were seal'd. 


Quiet as a weaned child, 

Weaned from the mother’s breast ; 

By no subtlety beguil’d, 

On thy faithful word I rest. 

Saints, rejoicing evermore, 

In the Lord Jehovah trust : 

Him in all his ways adore, 

Wise, and wonderful, and just. 

CXXXII.—parr 1.—v. 7, 8, 9. 

God in his temple let us meet, 
Low on our knees before him bend ; 
Here hath he fix’d his mercy-seat, 
Here on his Sabbath we attend. 
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Arise into thy resting-place, 

Thou, and thine ark of strength, O Lord ; 
Shine through the veil, we seek thy face; 
Speak, for we hearken to thy word. 


With righteousness thy priests array ; 
Joyful thy chosen people be ; 

Let those who teach and those who pray, 
Let all—be holiness to Thee. 


PART II.——vV. 10, 18. 


Lord, for thy servant David’s sake, 
Perform thine oath to David’s son ;— 
Thy truth Thou never wilt forsake ;— 
Look on thine own Anointed One. 


The Lord in faithfulness hath sworn, 
His throne for ever to maintain; 

From realm to realm, the sceptre borne 
Shall stretch o’er earth Messiah’s reign. 


Zion my chosen hill of old, 

My rest, my dwelling, my delight, 
With loving-kindness I uphold 
Her walls are ever in my sight. 


I satisfy her poor with bread, 

Her tables with abundance bless, 

Joy on her sons and daughters shed, 

And clothe her priests with righteousness. 


There David's horn shall bud and bloom, 
The branch of glory and renown ; 

His foes my vengeance shall consume, 
Him with eternal years I crown. 
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CXXXIII. 

How beautiful the sight 

Of brethren who agree 

In friendship to unite, 

And bonds of charity, 

’Tis like the precious ointment, shed 
O’er all his robes from Aaron’s head. 

’Tis like the dews that fill 

The cups of Hermon’s flowers ; 

Or Zion’s fruitful hill, 

Bright with the drops of showers, 
When mingling odours breathe around, 
And glory rests on all the ground 

For there the Lord commands 

Blessings, a boundless store, 

From his unsparing hands, 

Yea life for evermore: 

Thrice happy they who meet above 
To spend eternity in love ! 
CXXXIV. 

Behold his wondrous grace ! 

And bless Jehovah’s name : 

Ye servants of the Lord, his praise 

By day and night proclaim. 

Ye who his courts attend, 

There lift your hands on high, 
And let your songs of praise ascend, 

In strains of sacred joy. 

He form’d the earth below, 

He form’d the heav’ns his throne ; 
His grace from Zion he’ll bestow, 

And pour his blessings down. 
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~ CXXXV. 


Praise Jehovah without ceasing, 
Spread abroad his glorious fame ; 
In his courts for ever blessing, 
Praise and magnify his name. 
Blest employment! holy pleasure ! 
Praise, ye servants of the Lord ; 
Israel his peculiar treasure, 
Sound his praise, his love record. 
Sovereign Lord of earth, and heaven, 
Seas and deep perform thy will: 
To thy name be glory given, 
Thy good pleasure all fulfil. 
Through successive generations, 
Thy memorials, Lord, remain ; 
Thou, the Judge of all the nations, 
King of kings, for ever reign. 
CXXXVI.—parT 1-—v. 1—3, 5—9. 
Give to our God immortal praise ! 
Mercy and truth are all his ways: 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song, 
Give to the Lord of lords renown, 
The King of kings with glory crown: 
His mercies ever shall endure, 
When lords and kings are known no more. 
He built the earth, he spread the sky, 
And fix'd the starry lights on high : 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 
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He fills the sun with morning light, 
And bids the moon direct the night : 
His mercies ever shall endure, 
When suns and moons shall shine no more ; 
PART 11.—v. 1, 7, 16, 25. 
Let us with a gladsome mind 
Praise the Lord, for he is kind: 
He with all commanding might, 
Fill’d the new made world with light ; 
And his mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 
He his chosen race did bless, 
In the wasteful wilderness : 
All things living he doth feed, 
His full hand supplies their need. 
And his mercies shall endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


PART III.—v. 23, 24. 


Plung’d in a gulph of dark despair 
We wretched sinners lay, 

Without one cheerful beam of hope 
Or spark of glimm’ring day. 

With pitying eyes the Prince of grace 
Beheld our helpless grief; 

He saw, and, O amazing love ! 
He came to our relief. 

O for this love. let rocks and hills, 
Their lasting silence break ! 

And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour’s praises speak. 
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Angels ! assist our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold ; 

But, when you raise your highest songs, 
His love can ne’er be told! 


CXXXVII.—veRsion 1.—v. 1—6. 


Where Babylon’s broad rivers roll, 

In exile we sate down to weep, 

For thoughts of Zion o’er our soul 
Came, like departed joys, in sleep, 
Whose forms to sad remembrance rise, 
Though fled for ever from our eyes. 


Our harps upon the willows hung, 
Where, worn with toil, our limbs reclin’d, 
The chords, untun’d and trembling, rung 
With mournful music on the wind, 
While foes, insulting o'er our wrongs, 
Cried .—“ Sing us one of Zion’s songs.” 


How can we sing the songs we love, 
Far from our own delightful land ? 
—If I prefer thee not above 

My chiefest joy, may this right hand, 
Jerusalem !—forget its skill, 

My tongue be dumb, my pulse be still. 


VERSION II.—v. 1—6 


Far from Zion, far from home, 
Christians, here a captive band 
Like despised strangers roam, 
Mindful of their native land. 
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How shall we, oppress’d on earth, 
Raise our thoughts to joys above! 
Tune our hearts to sacred mirth, 
Triumph in the Saviour’s love ? 
Yet shall Zion’s endless rest 
Still our thoughts and songs employ ; 
Dearer to our longing breast, 
Than the brightest scenes of joy. 
VERSION III.—v. 1—6. 
Why on the bending willows hung 
Israel! still sleeps thy tuneful string ? 
Still mute remains thy sullen tongue, 
And Zion’s song denies to sing ? 
Awake! thy loudest raptures raise ; 
Let heart and voice unite their strains : 
Thy promis’d King his sceptre sways ; 
Behold! thine own Messiah reigns! 
Nor fear thy Salem’s hills to wrong, 
If other lands thy triumph bear : 
A heavenly city claims thy song, 
A brighter Salem rises there. 
By foreign streams no longer roam, 
Nor, weeping, think of Jordan’s flood : 
In ev'ry clime behold a home, 
In ev'ry temple see thy God. 
CXXXVIII.—parr 1.—v. 1, 2, 7, 8. 
Thee will I praise, O Lord, in light, 
Where Seraphim surround thy throne ; 
With heart and soul, with mind and might, 
Thee will I worship, thee alone. 
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I bow toward thy holy place ; 

For thou, in mercy still the same, 
Hast magnified thy word of grace 
O’er all the wonders of thy name. 
Though in the depth of trouble thrown, 
With grief I shall not always strive, 
Thou wilt thy suffring servant own, 
And thou the contrite heart revive. 
Thy purpose then in me fulfil ; 
Forsake me not, for I am thine; 
Perfect in me thine holy will ; 
—Whate'er it be, that will be mine. 


PART I1.—v. 6, 7, 8. 

When in the gloomy ways 

Of deep distress I tread, 
Jesus, my Lord, thy saving grace 

Shall raise my fainting head. 

Thine arm my soul shall save 

And all my hopes complete, 
Shall raise me conqu’ror o’er the grave, 

And place me near thy seat. 

Thy grace the promise spake, 

Thy truth eternal stands ; 
Let mercy ne’er the work forsake 

Of thy creating hands. 

CXXXIX.—parrt 1.—y. 1—5. 

Thou, Lord, by strictest search hast known 
My rising up and lying down; 
My secret thoughts are known to thee, 
Known long before conceiv’d by me. 
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Thine eye my bed and path surveys, 

My public haunts and private ways; 

Thou knowest what my lips would vent, 

My yet unutter’d words intent. 

Surrounded by thy pow’r I stand, 

On ev'ry side I find thy hand; 

O skill for human reach too high! 

Too dazzling bright for mortal eye! 
PART I1.—v. 6-——9, 13—18, 23, 24. 

How from thy presence should I go, 

Or whither from thy Spirit flee, 

Since all above, around, below, 

Exist in thine immensity ? 

Where’er I go, I feel thy will, 

And thy right-hand upholds me still. 

In me thy workmanship display’d, 

A miracle of pow’r I stand; 

Fearfully, wonderfully made, 

And fram’d in secret by thy hand; 

I liv’d, ere into being brought, 

Through thine eternity of thought. 

How precious are thy thoughts of peace, 

O God, to me! How great the sum! 

New evry morn, they never cease ; 

They were, they are, and yet shall come, 

In number and in compass, more 

Than ocean’s sand, or ocean’s shore. 

Search me, O God, and know my heart, 

Try me, my secret soul survey, 

And warn thy servant to depart 

From ev'ry false and evil way ; 
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So shall thy truth my guidance be 
To life and immortality. 


CXL.—v. 6, 7, 8, 13. 


Jehovah, Lord most High! 

"Tis Thou my God I own: 
Then let my supplicating cry 

Be heard before thy throne. 


O God the Lord, thy pow’r 
Salvation does impart ; 

Thy shield, in ev’ry dang’rous hour, 
Has cover'd o’er my heart. 


Do thou my foes repel, 
Their dark designs restrain, 

So shall the pow’rs of earth and hell 
Assault my soul in vain. 


The just shall praise thy name, 
And men of heart sincere 

Before thy throne thy love proclaim, 
And dwell for ever there. 


CXLI.—v. 2, 8, 4, 9, 10. 


Lord let my pray’r like incense rise, 
And when I lift my hands to Thee, 
As on the evening sacrifice, 
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Look down from heav’n well pleas’d on me, 


Set thou a watch to keep my tongue, 
Let not my heart to sin incline; 


Save me from men who practice wrong, 
Let me not share their mirth and wine. 
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Mine eyes are unto Thee, O God; 

Behold me humbled in the dust; 

I kiss the hand that wields the rod, 

I own thy chastisements are just. 

But O redeem me from the snares, 

With which the world surrounds my feet, 

—lIts riches, vanities, and cares, 

Its love, its hatred, its deceit. 

CXLII.—v. I, 2, 6, 9. 

I cried unto the Lord most just, 
Most merciful in prayer, 

I cried unto him from the dust, 
1 told him my despair. 

I cried unto the Lord,—I said,— 
Thou art my refuge; Thou, 

My portion ;—hasten to mine aid ; 
Hear and deliver now. 

Now from the dungeon, from the grave ; 
Exalt thy suppliant’s head ; 

Thy voice is freedom to the slave, 
Revival to the dead. 


CXLII.—parr 1.—v. 1, 2, 10. 
My righteous Judge, my gracious God, 
Hear when I spread my hands abroad, 
And cry for succour from thy throne, 
O make thy truth and mercy known. 
Let judgment not against me pass; 
Behold thy servant pleads thy grace: 
Should justice call us to thy bar, 

No man alive is guiltless there. 
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Teach me to do thy holy will, 
And lead me to thy heav’nly hill; 
Let the good Spirit of thy love 
Conduct me to thy courts above. 
PART 11.—v. 8, 10. 
Lord behold thy people here, 
Come to learn what thou wilt say: 
O, in mercy now draw near : 
Meet thy people when they pray. 
Lord we worship at thy throne ; 
Saviour lead us in the way, 
Thou art God, and thou alone, 
Only thee would we obey. 


Teach us what we do not know; 

Lord instruct us in thy will: 

What we learn, O may we do, 

To thy voice obedient still: 

Close to thee may we abide; 

Let the spirit of thy love, 

Never cease to be our guide, 

Till we reach thy courts above. 

CXLIV.— part 1.—v. ], 2. 

Eternal blessings on the Lord, 
And be my God, my strength ador’d ; 
He grants me skill, He gives me might, 
And arms me for the dang’rous fight. 


My goodness! He his grace bestows ; 
My fortress! guards me from my foes, 
The tow’r of refuge, where I fly; 

My great deliv’rer, always nigh! 
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I love the Lord: his arm my shield, 
He bids my strong corruptions yield, 
I'll trust his pow’r, and own his grace, 
In songs of everlasting praise. 

PART I1.—v. 12, 15. 
Look down, O Lord! and on our youth 
Bestow the gift of saving grace, 
And may the seed of sacred truth 
Find in their hearts a fruitful place. 
The cross that mark’d their infant brow, 
May it a faithful emblem prove 
That they shall keep the sacred vow, 
And walk as children of thy love. 
Lord teach them to remember thee, 
Their great Creator, from their youth ; 
Advancing to maturity, 
In years, in knowledge, grace, and truth. 
Thy sons, and daughters may they be, 
Confirm’d and strengthen’d by thy grace; 
And, safe through life preserv'd by thee, 
In heav’n behold thee face to face. 

CXLV.—partT 1.—v. 1—4. 

To thee, my God, my King, I'll raise 
The tribute of eternal praise : 
From day to day thy name adore, 
Till time itself shall be no more. 
Great is the Lord, through earth and skies 
Great as his name his praise should rise: 
What brightest Seraph round the throne 
Can make his wondrous glories known? 
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Each fleeting age shall raise the song, 

And bid the next thy praise prolong : 

Succeeding times adoring stand, 

And view the wonders of thy hand. 

PART 11.—v. 10, 11, 12, 13. 

Let all thy works, Almighty Lord! 
Thy pow’r and grace proclaim: 

While saints who know and trust thy word, 
Unite to bless thy name. 

Sweet from their lips the thankful strain 
Shall distant lands invite, 

To view the glories of thy reign, 
The wonders of thy might! 

Jesus! the honours of thy throne, 
Thro’ ev’ry age shall shine! 

Thy glory thro’ the earth be known, 
And all its realms be thine! 

Thy kingdom shall eternal stand, 
Thy wide dominion spread ; 

Till heav’n and earth, and seas and land, 
With time itself be fled. | 


PART I11.—v. 15, 16, 17. 
Good is the Lord, our heav’nly King, 
Who makes the earth his care: 
Visits the pastures ev'ry spring 
And bids the grain appear. 
Good is the Lord, whose lib’ral hand 
Is daily open’d wide, 
To scatter plenty through the land, 
That all may be supplied. 


138 


PSALMS. 


Good is the Lord, his love should raise 
A joyful harvest song: 

Say, “he is good,” and let his praise 
Be heard from ev’ry tongue. 

Good is the Lord, he gives us bread ; 
He gives his people more : 

By him their souls with grace are fed, 
A boundless, richer store. _ 
CXLVI.—prarr 1.—v. 1, 4, 5, 6. 

Praise ye the Lord, ye saints below ; 

Ye choirs above his glories show: 

My soul thy noblest pow’rs incite, 

And in the sacred work unite. 

Long as I live, Eternal Lord ! 

My lips thy honours shall record ; 

To thee, my God, the song I'll raise, 

While I have pow’r to pray or praise. 

Happy the man, securely blest, 

Who finds in Jacob’s God his rest ; 

Whose hope, when threat’ning dangers rise, 

Firm on Jehovah's pow’r relies. 

He form’d the skies, the seas, the ground, 

And spread their ample stores around : 

His truth and promise stand secure, 

And endless as his throne endure. 

PART 11.—v. 10. 

Zion’s King shall reign victorious ; 

All the earth shall own his sway, 

He will make his kingdom glorious ; 
He will reign through endless day ! 
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Mighty King! thine arm revealing, 
Now, thy glorious cause maintain : 
Bring the nations help and healing ; 
Make them subject to thy reign. 
Thou art God! who would not fear thee? 
Who, that knows thy glorious power ? 
O thet all the world might hear thee, 
And be slaves to sin no more | 
CXLVII.—prarrt 1.—v. I, 7. 
Meet and right it is to sing 
Glory to our God and King ; 
Meet in ev’ry time and place 
To rehearse his solemn praise. 
Join, ye saints, the song around, 
Angels, help the solemn sound ; 
Publish through the world abroad 
Glory to th’ eternal God. 
Praises here to thee we give, 
Gracious, thou our thanks receive ; 
Holy Father, sov’reign Lord, 
Ev'ry where be thou ador'd. 


PART I1.—v. 12, 19, 20. 
Let Britain praise Jehovah's name, 
And trust the God she serves ; 
The wonders which his hand hath wrought, 
Her highest praise deserves. 
Around our coasts by his command, 
The seas a bulwark roar : 
Our mightier bulwark is his hand— 
His hand defends our shore. 
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And lo! to Britain’s favour’d isles 
He richest love displays, 
Here he reveals his sacred word, 
And doctrines of his grace! 
His gospel here is wide proclaim’d, 
And all his goodness shown : 
Where is the land he thus exalts ? 
Where thus his counsels known ? 
CXLVIII.—parr 1.—v. 1, ¥, 12, 13. 
Ye boundless realms of joy, 
Exalt your Maker’s fame ; 
His praise your songs employ, 
Above the starry frame ; 
Your voices raise, ye Cherubim, 
And Seraphim, to sing his praise. 
United zeal be shown, 
His wondrous fame to raise, 
Whose glorious name alone 
Deserves our endless praise. 
Earth’s utmost bounds His pow’r obey ; 
His glorious sway the sky transcends. 
His chosen saints, thro’ grace ; 
He'll bring to dwell above, 
And save his ransom’d race, 
The objects of his love. 
O therefore raise your grateful voice, 
And still rejoice the Lord to praise. 
PART I1.—v. 1—5, LI1—13. 
Jehovah praise in heav’n above, 
O praise him in the starry height ; 
Praise him ye shining hosts, that move 
Around the sacred source of light : 
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And ye his angels bless his name, 
And shout his praise with loud acclaim. 


Ye sun and moon, and stars of light 
Your great Creator's praise declare ; 
Tell how he mark’d your orbits bright, 
And roll’d you thro’ the fluid air : 

And thou, yon bright, and distant sky, 
Thro’ all your echoing vaults reply. 


Ye kings, who rule this world below, 
Extol the Lord, who bids you reign ; 
And let the joyful people bow, 

And shout his praises back again : 
Till all the mighty nations round, 
Exulting catch the blissful sound. 


Let youths and maidens love to join, 
In praising his all-gracious name : 
Let age declare his pow’r divine, 
And infant bands repeat the same: 
To Him, let all, their voices raise, 
For He alone deserves our praise. 


PART I11.—v. 1, 2, 3, 5, 6, 12, 13. 


Praise the Lord! ye heav’ns adore him, 
Praise Him, angels, in the height, 
Sun and moon, rejoice before Him, 
Praise him all ye stars of light. 
Praise the Lord! for he hath spoken, 
Worlds his mighty voice obey’d ; 
Laws which never shall be broken, 
For their guidance hath he made. 
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Praise the Lord! for he is glorious, 

Never shall his promise fail ; 
- God hast made his saints victorious, 

Sin and death shall not prevail. 

Praise the God of our salvation ; 
Hosts on high, his pow’r proclaim ; 

Heav’n and earth, and all creation, 
Laud and magnify his name. 


CXLIX.—veErsIon 1. 


O praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad voice, 
His praise in the great assembly to sing; 
In our great Creator let Israel rejoice, 
And children of Sion be glad in their King. 
Let them his great name extol with their might ; 
Let Hallelujahs his praises express, 
Who always takes pleasure his saints to delight, 
And with his salvation the humble to bless. 
With glory adorn‘d, his people shall sing 
To God, who their heads with safety doth shield; 
Such honour and triumph his favour shall bring : 
O therefore, for ever, all praise to him yield. 
VERSION 11.—v. 1, 2, 4, 5. 
Exalt Jehovah’s name 
In a new song of praise ; 
Amidst assembled saints proclaim 

The wonders of his grace. 

Let all his people join, 

Their Saviour’s pow’r to sing ; 

And all the Church on earth combine, 
To triumph in their King. 
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To him his saints are dear, 
And in his love they rest ; 

How beauteous shall the meek appear, 
In his salvation drest. 
He'll bring his Church with joy, 
To glory in the skies: - 

And praise shall all their pow’rs employ, 
When from the grave they rise. 


CL.—version 1.—v. 1, 2, 6. 


O praise the Lord in that blest place 

From whence his goodness largely flows ; 

Praise him in heav’n, where he his face 

Unveil'd in perfect glory shows. 

Praise him for all the mighty acts 

Which he on our behalf hath done ; 

His kindness this return exacts, 

And with our praise should equal run. 

Let all, who vital breath enjoy, 

The breath he does to them afford, 

In just returns of praise employ : 

Let ev'ry creature praise the Lord. 
VERSION It. 

Praise the Lord who reigns above, 
And keeps his courts below ; 
Praise him for his boundless love, 
And all his greatness show. 

Praise him for his noble deeds, 

Praise him for his matchless pow’r ; 

Him from whom all good proceeds, 
Let earth and heav’n adore. 
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Publish, spread to all around, 
The great Immanuel’s name: 

Let the gospel-trumpet sound, 
Him Prince of Peace proclaim. 

Praise him ev’ry tuneful string, 

All the power of heav’nly art, 

All the strength of music bring 
The music of the heart. 


Him, in whom they move and live, 
Let ev’ry creature sing : 
Glory to our Saviour give, 
And homage to our King. 
Hallow’d be his name beneath, 
As in heav’n on earth ador’d ; 
Praise the Lord in ev’ry breath, 
Let all things praise the Lord. 
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First Sunday in Adveni. 


i. MATT. XXIL—v. 9. ( Gospel.) 


Hark the glad sound! the Saviour comes 
The Saviour promis'd long ! 

Let ev'ry heart prepare a throne, 
And ev'ry voice a song. 


He comes, the pris’ners to release, 
In Satan’s bondage held ; | 

The gates of brass before him break, 
The iron fetters yield. 


He comes, the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding soul to cure, 

And with the riches of his grace, 
To bless the humble poor. 


Our glad hosanna’s Prince of Peace! 
Thy welcome shall proclaim, 
And heav’n’s eternal arches ring, 
With thy beloved name ! 
E 
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2. 


ISA. 11.—v .2—5. (Prop. Less.) 


Behold the mountain of the Lord, 
In latter days shall rise, 

On mountains top, above the hills, 
And draw the wond'ring eyes. 

The beam that shines from Zion’s mount, 
Shall lighten every land ; 

The King who reigns in Salem’s towers, 
Shall all the world command. 

Among the nations he shall judge ; 
His judgments truth shall guide, 

His sceptre shall protect the just, 
And quell the sinner’s pride. 

No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds 
Disturb those peaceful years, 

To ploughshares men shall beat their swords, 
To pruning hooks their spears. 

Come then, O house of Jacob! come 
To worship at his shrine, 

And walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties shine. 


ROM. XIII.—v. 12. (Epistle and Collect.) 


Lord grant to us thy heavenly grace, 
That we may cast away 

The works of darkness, and of death, 
Now in our mortal day : 

Strengthen our souls with heavenly might, 

And gird us with thine armour bright. 


Remember thy beloved Son ! 
Who keft his throne above 
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In great humility,—to save, 

The people of his love ; 
And may his death be found our life, 
To keep us in the mortal strife. 


That when again he shall appear 
In majesty and power ; 
Surrounded by ten thousand saints : 
O! in that awful hour, 
May we from every sorrow cease, 
And found in him, be found in peace! 


4. Rom. xv.—v. 4. (Epistle and Collect.) 


Does the Lord of glory speak 

To his creatures here below ? 
And may souls so frail and weak, 
All his gracious dealings know ? 
Does the blessed Bible bring 
Tidings from our heavenly King? 


O, with what intense desire, 

Should we search the sacred book ! 

Here our zeal should never tire, 
Here we should delight to look; 

For the rules by mercy given, 

To conduct our souls to heaven. 


Lord, thy teaching grace impart, 
That we may not read in vain; 
Write thy precepts on our heart, 
Make thy truths and doctrines plain : 
Let the message of thy love 
Guide us to thy courts above. 

E 2 
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LUKE xxi.—v. 25-28. ( Gospel.) 
In the sun, and moon, and stars, 


« Signs and wonders there shall be ; 


Earth shall quake with inward wars, 
Nations with perplexity. 

Soon shall ocean’s hoary deep, 

Toss'd with strongest tempests rise ; 
Wilder storms than mountains sweep, 
Louder thunder rock the skies. 


Dread alarms shall shake the proud, 
Pale amazement, restless fear ; 

And, amid the thunder cloud, 

Shall the Judge of men appear! 

But, though from his awful face, 
Heaven shall fade, and earth shall fly, 
Fear not ye, his chosen race, 

Your redemption draweth nigh. 


ISA. xxiv. (Prop. Lesson.) 


The day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away '— 
What power shall be the sinner’s stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day -— 


When, shriv'lling like a parched scroll, 

The flaming heavens together roll, 

And louder yet, and yet more dread, 

Swells the high trump that wakes the dead ? 


Oh, on that day, that wrathful day, 


When man to judgment wakes from clay, 
Be thou, O Christ, the sinner’s stay, 
Though heaven and earth shall pass away. 


Third Sunday in Advent. 


ISA. XXv.—v. 9. (Prop. Les.) 


Come, thou long expected Jesus, 

Born to set thy people free ; 
From our sins and fears release us, 

Let us find our rest in thee! 
Israel’s strength and consolation ; 

Hope of all the earth thou art ; 
Grand desire of ev’ry nation ; 

Joy of ew’ry longing heart ! 
Born thy people to deliver ; 

Born a child and yet a king ; 
Born to reign in us for ever, 

Now thy promis’d kingdom bring ! 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all-sufficient merit, 

Raise us to thy glorious throne. 


1. cor. 1v.—v. 6. (Zpistle and Collect.) 


Hark! ’tis the trumpet’s sound ! 
It closes earthly things : 
It echoes all around, 
And great the news it brings: 
It says that Jesus is at hand, 
And bids the world before him stand. 


The sound is heard afar ; 

It goes thro’ sea and land: 

And now—before his bar 

Th’ assembled nations stand; 
His friends are mingled with his foes, 
But who are his the Saviour knows. 
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And now he calls his own 

To dwell with him above ; 

To sit upon his throne, 

And share his endless love. 
With joy they meet him in the clouds, 
And mix with heav’n’s exulting crowds. 


O that in that great day, 
We may with those appear ! 
To whom the Lord will say— 
‘Ye blessed now come near ; 
“To you eternal life is giv’n ; 
‘‘ Draw near and share the joys of heav’n.” 


9. MATT. XI.—v. 2—10. ( Gospel.) 


O Saviour ! is thy promise fled ? 

No longer may thy grace endure, 
To heal the sick, and raise the dead, 
And preach the gospel to the poor ? 


Come, Jesus ! come return again ; 

With brighter beams thy servants bless, 
Who long to hail thy perfect reign, | 
And share thy kingdom’s happiness. 


Come, Jesus ! come ; and as of yore, 
Thy prophet went to clear the way, 
A harbinger thy feet before, 

A dawning to thy brighter day ;— 


So, ere again we see thy face, 

Our stony hearts for truth prepare ; 
Sow in our souls the seed of grace, 
Then come and reap thy harvest there. 


10. 


11. 
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PHIL. 1v.—v. 4,5. (Zpistle.) 


Songs of praise the angels sang, 
Heaven with hallelujah’s rang, 

When Jehovah’s work begun, 

When he spake and it was done. 
Songs of praise awoke the morn, 
When the Prince of Peace was born ; 
Songs of praise arose, when He 
Captive led captivity. 

Heaven and earth must pass away, 
Songs of praise shall crown that day, 
God will make new heavens and earth, 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 
Saints below, with heart and voice, 
Still in songs of praise rejoice ; 
Learning here, by faith and love, 
Songs of praise to sing above. 


JOHN I.—v. 19—23. ( Gospel.) 


Lo! He comes, let all adore him: 
’Tis the God of grace and truth! 
Haste! Prepare the way before him ; 
Make the rugged places smooth. 
Lo! He comes, the mighty Lord! 

Great his work, and his reward ! 


Let the vallies all be raised! 

Haste! and make the crooked straight : 
Let the mountains be abased ! 

Let all nature change its state ! 
Through the desert make a road : 
Make an highway for our God ; 
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Through the desert God is going, 
Through the desert waste and wild; 
Where no goodly plant is growing, 
Where no verdure ever smil’d: 
But the desert shalll be glad, 
And with verdure soon be clad. 
12. ISA. xxx11.—v. 2, 15, 17. (Prop. Les.) 


Jesus refuge of my soul, 

Let me to thy bosom fly, 

While the raging billows roll, 
While the tempest yet is high! 
Hide me, O my Saviour! hide, 
Till the storm of life be past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 

O receive my soul at last! 
Other refuge have I none,— 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee! 
Leave, O! leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me! 
All my trust on thee is stay’d, 
All myhelp from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head, 
With the shadow of thy wing. 
Plenteous grace with thee is found,— 
Grace to pardon all my sin; 

Let the healing streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the fountain art! 
Freely let me take of thee ! 
Spring thou up within my heart; 
Rise to all eternity ! 


13. 


14. 
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ISA. 1xX.—v. 6. (Prop. Les.) 


Bright and joyful is the morn, 

For to us a Child is born ; 

From the highest realms of heaven 
Unto us a Son is given. 

On his shoulder he shall bear 

Power and majesty, and wear 

On his vesture and his thigh , 
Names most awful, names most high. 
Wonderful in counsel he, 

The Incarnate Deity, 

Sire of ages ne’er to cease; 

King of Kings ; and Prince of Peace. 
Come and worship at his feet, 

Yield to Christ the homage meet ; 
From his manger to his throne, 
Homage due to God alone. 


LUKE Il.—v. 9—14. (Prop. Les.) 


Hark ! what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the skies ! 

Lo! the angelic host rejoices ; 
Heavenly hallelujahs rise. 

Listen to the wondrous story, 
Which they chaunt in hymns of joy ; 

Glory in the highest, glory ! 
Glory be to God Most High ! 

Peace on earth, good-will from heaven, 
Reaching far as man is found! 

Souls redeem’d and sins forgiven :— 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 
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‘ Christ is born, the Great Anointed ; 
Heaven and earth his praises sing ! 
O receive whom God appointed, 
For your Prophet, Priest, and King. 


‘‘ Hasten mortals to adore Him ; 
Learn his name and taste his joy ; 

Till in heaven ye sing before him, 
Glory be to God most high ! ” 


15. LUKE 11.—v. 18, 14. (Prop. Les. and Col.) 


Hark | the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-born King ! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconcil’d. 


Joyful all ye nations rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies, 
With th’ angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 


Christ, by highest heav’n ador’d ; 
Christ, the everlasting Lord ; 
Veil’d in flesh, the Godhead see, 
Hail th’ incarnate Deity ! 


Hail the heaven-born Prince of peace ! 
Hail the Sun of righteousness ! 

Light and life to men he brings ; 

Ris'n with healing in his wings. 

Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die ; 
Born to raise the sons of earth, 

Born to give them second birth. 


16. 


17. 


St. Stephen. 


( Collect.) 
Come, holy, holy, holy Lord, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit, come ! 
Be mindful of thy changeless word, 


And make the faithful soul thy home. 


Arm of the Lord, awake, awake, ; 
In us thy glorious self reveal ; 

Let us thy sevenfold gifts partake, 
Let us thy mighty working feel. 
Near us, assisting Jesus, stand, 
Give us the opening heaven to see, 
Thee to behold at God’s right hand, 
And yield our parting souls to thee. 


ACTS VIL—v. 54—60. (Epistle.) 


See faithful Stephen, undismay’d, 

The malice of the Jews survey’d; 

The holy joy which fill’d his breast, 

A lustre on his face impress’d. 

‘‘ Behold! (he said) the world of light 
Is opened to my strengthen ‘d sight ; 
My glorious Lord appears in view, 
That Jesus whom ye lately slew. 

With such a friend and witness near, 
No form of death could make him fear ; 


Calm, amidst show’rs of stones he kneels, 


And only for his murd’rers feels. 
May we, by faith, perceive thee thus, 
O Saviour, ever near to us | 

This sight our peace through life shall ae 
And death be fear’d no more than sleep. 
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18. REV. 1.—v. 2. xx11.—v. 13. (Prop. Lessons.) 

Hail, Alpha, and Omega, hail, 
Author of all our faith, 

The finisher of all our hopes, | 
The truth, the life, the path ! 

Hail, first and last, the Morning Star, 
In whom we live and move ! 

Increase our little spark of faith, 
And multiply our love. 

Let that belief which Jesus taught, 
Be treasur'd in our breast ; 

The evidence of unseen joys, 
The substance of our rest. 

O let us go from strength to strength, 
From grace to greater grace, 

From one degree of faith to more, 
Till we behold thy face. 


19. REV. XXxII.—v. 16. ( Collect.) 


We sing the bright and Morning Star, 
Jesus, the spring of light and love: 

See how its rays, diffus'd from far, 
Conduct us to the realms above! 

Its cheering beams spread wide abroad, 
Point through the wilderness our way ; 
Still, as we go, we find the road 
Enlighten’d with a constant day. 

When shall we reach the heavenly place, 
Where this bright Star shall brightest shine ; 
Leave far behind these scenes of night, 
(nd view a lustre so divine ! 


Innocent’s Day 


20. REV. xtv.—v. L—5. (pistle.) 


How happy are the souls above, 
From sin and sorrow free ! 
With Jesus they are now at rest, 
And all his glory see. 
Worthy the Lamb! aloud they cry, 
That brought us here to God: 
In ceaseless hymns of praise, they shout 
The merit of his blood. 
They follow the exalted Lamb, 
Where’er they see him go; 
And at the footstool of his grace, 
Their blood-bought crowns they throw. 
Lord, let the merit of thy death 
To us likewise be giv’n ; 
And we with them shall shout thy praise, 
Thro’ all the courts of heav’n. 


21. MATT. 11.—v. 16—18. ( Gospel.) 


Weep, weep not o’er thy children’s tomb, 
O Rachel! weep not so: 

The bud is cropt by martyrdom, 
The flower in heaven shall blow. 


Firstlings of faith! the murderer’s knife 
Hath miss’d its deadly aim ! 

The God, for whom they gave their life, 
For them to suffer came. 

Though evil were their days and few, 
Baptiz’d in blood and pain, 

He knows them whom they never knew, 
And they shall live again. 
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Sunday after Christmas Day. 


22. GAL. Iv.—v. 4, 5. MAT. 1 —Vv. 23. (E. & G.) 


23. 


All glory in the loftiest strains 
To God who rules above ; 
Welcome—O earth, Messiah reigns, 
The reign of peace and love. 
Foretold in shadowy rites sublime, 
In heaven taught prophecy ; 
’Tis come! the fulness of the time 
The day-spring from on high ! 


Yes! let the ransom’d world rejoice, 


And shout Immanuel’s name ! 
With Seraphs let each human voice, 
The Virgin-born proclaim. 
Approach the lowly manger-bed, 
Yon star beams lightly o’er! _ 
The nurstling Judge of quick and dead, 
The infant God adore. 


ISA. XXXVIII.—v. 1. (Prop. Les.) 


While with ceaseless course the Sun 
Hasted through the closing year, 
Many souls their race have run, 
Never more to meet us here. 

Fix’d in an eternal state, 

They are gone from all below; 

We a little longer wait, 

But how little none can know. 


As the winged arrow flies, 
Speedily the mark to find ; 

As the lightning from the skies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind; 


24. 
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Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream ; 
Upwards, Lord, our spirits raise, 
All below is but a dream. 
Thanks for mercies past receive, 
Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us henceforth how to live, 
With eternity in view ; 
Bless thy word to young and old, 
Fill us with a Saviour’s love ; 
And when life’s short tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above. 
MATT. 1.—v. 18—25. ( Gospel.) 
Angels from the realms of glory, 
Wing your flight o’er all the earth, 
Ye who sang creation’s story, 
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth ; 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 
Shepherds in the field abiding, 
Watching o’er your flocks by night, 
God with man is now residing, 
Yonder shines the infant light ; Come §c. 
Sages leave your contemplations, 
Brighter visions beam afar ; 
Seek the grand desire of nations ; 
Ye have seen his natal star; Come &c. 
Saints before his altar bending, 
Watching long in hope and fear, 
Suddenly the Lord descending 
In his temple shall appear ; Come §c. 
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25. ROM. 1V.—v. 8—14. (Epis. and Col.) 


Lord. may thy inward grace abound 
Though thine appointed outward sign ; 
A milder seal than Abraham found, 
Of cov’nant blessings more divine ; 
Which opens glory to our view, 
Beyond the brightest hope he knew. 
Type of the Spirit’s living flow, | 

In faith we pour the hallow’d stream, 
We sign the cross upon the brow, 

The solemn pledge of truth to him 
Who shed for us his precious blood, 
To seal the covenant of God. 

Baptiz’d into the Trinity, 

Adopted children of thy grace, 

O help us, Lord, to live to thee, 

An humble, pure, and faithful race : 
Instruct us, sanctify, defend, 

And crown with heavenly life our end. 


26. LUKE I1.—v. 15—20. ( Gospel.) 

To Beth’lem straight th’ enlighten’d shepherds ran 
To see ‘the wonders God had wrought for man ; 
Then to their flocks, still praising God return, 
And their glad hearts within their bosoms burn 
To all the joyful tidings they proclaim, 

The first Apostles of the Saviour’s fame. 


O may we keep and ponder in our mind, 

God’s wondrous love in saving lost mankind ; 
Trace we the Babe, who hath retriev’d our loss, 
From his poor manger to his bitter cross ; 
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Tread in his steps assisted by his grace, 
Till man’s first heavenly state again takes place. 


Then may we hope the angelic hosts among, 
To find, redeem’d, a glad triumphant throng : 
He that was born upon that joyful day, © 
Around us all his glory shall display : 

Saved by his love incessant we shall sing, 
Eternal praise to heaven’s Almighty King. 


27. ISA. XLI11.—v. 3, 11, 15, 21. (Prop. Les.) 


The Saviour ! O what endless charms 
Dwell in the blissful sound ! 

Its influence every fear disarms, 
And spreads sweet comfort round. 


God’s only Son, (stupendous grace !) 
Forsook his throne above, 

And swift to save our wretched race, 
He flew on wings of love. | 


Th’ Almighty Former of the skies, 
Stoop’d to our vile abode ; 

While angels view’d with wond'ring eyes, 
And hail’d th’ incarnate God. 


Glory to God in highest strains, 
By highest worlds be paid ; 
His glory by our lips proclaim’d, 
And by our lives display’d. 
O, may we reach those blissful realms, 
Where Christ exalted reigns ? 
And learn of the celestial choir 
heir own immortal strains ? 
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28. EPH. 111.—v. 1—9, (Epistle.) 


From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain,— 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from error’s chain. 


Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
* With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to men benighted, 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth’s remotest nation 

Has learn’d Messiah’s name. 


Waft, waft, ye winds his story, 
And you, ye waters roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till o’er our ransom’d nature, 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign. 


29. MATT. 11—v. I1—11. ‘ ( Gospel.) 


Brightest and best of the suns of the morning 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
“uide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
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Cold on his cradle the dew drops are shining, 
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the stall; 
Angels adore him in slumber reclining, 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 


Say, shall we yield him in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom, and off’rings divine, 

Gems of the mountains, and pearls of the ocean 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine? 


Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 

Vainly with gold would his favour secure ; 
Richer by far is the hearts adoration, 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 


30. ( Collect.) 


Sons of men behold from far, 
Hail the long expected star ! 

Star of truth that gilds the night, 
Guides bewilder’d nature right. 


Nations all remote and near, 

Haste to see your God appear ; 
Haste, for him your hearts prepare, 
Meet him manifested there. 


There behold the day-spring rise, 
Pouring light on mortal eyes ; 
See it chase the shades away, 
Breaking into perfect day. 


Sing ye morning stars again, 

God descends on earth to reign, 
Praise and blessing never cease, 
Flail the reign of truth and peace. 
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31. LUKE II.—v. 46—52. ( Gospel.) 


O thou, whose infant feet were found 
Within thy Father's shrine! 

Whose years with changeless virtue crown’'d, 
Were one and all divine. 

Like thee, may we be found below 
In wisdom’s paths of peace ; 

Like thee in grace and knowledge grow, 
As years and strength increase. 

Dependant on thy bounteous breath, 
We seek thy grace alone, 

In childhood, manhood, age and death, 
To keep us still thine own. , 


32. Isa. xLvi.—v. 5,9. (Prop. Les.) 


Jehovah’s everlasting days, 
They cannot number’d be, 

Incomprehensible the space 
Of thine immensity : 

Thy wisdom’s depths by reason’s line, 
In vain we strive to sound, 

Or stretch our labouring thought t’ assign 
Omnipotence a bound. 

The brightness of thy glories leaves 
Description far below, 

Nor man, nor angel’s heart conceives 
How deep thy mercies flow : 

Thy love is most unsearchable, 
And dazzles all above ; 

They gaze, but cannot count or tell 
The treasures of thy love. 
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33, ISA. LL—v. 9, 10,11. (Prop. Les.) 


Arm of the Lord awake, awake, 

Thine own immortal strength put on! 
With terror cloth‘d hell’s kingdom shake, 
And cast thy foes with fury down ! 


As in the ancient days appear ! 
The sacred annals spread thy fame : 
Be now omnipotently near, 

To endless ages still the same. 


By death and hell pursued in vain, 

To thee, the ransom’d seed shall come, 
Shouting their heavenly Zion gain, 

And pass through death, triumphant home! 


34, ISA. Lit1—v. 2,3. (Prop. Les.) 


Jesus, thou man of sorrows born, 
To suffering here below, 
To toil through poverty and scorn, 
Through weakness, and through wo :— 
Immanuel! who by every grief, 
By each temptation tried, 
Hast lived to yield our wants relief, 
And to redeem us, died ! 


If, press'd by penury severe, 
In envious want we pine, 

May conscience whisper in our ear, 
A poorer lot was thine. 

From all the secret snares of sin, 
Preserve us firm and free ; 

As thou, like us, hast tempted been, 
May we rejoice with thee. 


166 Third Sunday after Epiphany. 


35. ISA. Lv.—v. 1,2. (Prop. Les.) 


Ho! every one that thirsts, draw nigh, 
The living well of life behold ; 
Mercy and free salvation buy, 
But offer neither gem nor gold. 
See from the rock a fountain rise, 
Midst arid sands, and barren wastes ; 
The sinner who to Christ applies 
His unbought love, and pardon tastes. 
Why seek ye that which is not good, 
Such vain and worthless joys embrace ? 
Lo! here is pure untainted food, 
The bread of life, the word of grace. 


36. ISA. LVI.—v. 6, 7. (Prop. Les.) 


To thy temple we repair, 

Joyful, in thy house of prayer, 

Let thy chosen people be ; 

Lord, we love to worship thee. 
While the prayers of saints ascend, 
God of love to mine attend ; 

Hear me, for thy Spirit pleads, 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 

While thy glorious praise is sung, 
Touch my lips, unloose my tongue, 
That my joyful soul may bless 
Thee, the Lord my righteousness. 
While thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon in thy name, 
Through thy voice, by faith may I 
Hear thee speaking from the sky. 
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37. ROM. xlIt.—v. 1—5. ( Epistle.) 


Sovereign of all! whose will ordains 
The powers on earth that be ; 

By whom our rightful Monarch reigns, 
Subject alone to thee. 


Let all for conscience sake revere 
Th’ appointment of thy hand ; 
Honour and love thine image here, 

And yield to her command. 


In health and wealth may she increase ; 
Her from all harm defend : 

Stablish her throne in righteousness, 
And save her to the end. 


Her people bound in unity, 
With every mercy bless ; 
Make us a nation fearing thee, 

And working righteousness. 


38. MATT. VIIIL—v. 23-—25. ( Gospel.) 


When through the torn sail the wild tempest is 
streaming, 

When through the dark wave the red light’ning 
is gleaming ; 

Nor hope lends a ray, the poor seaman to cherish, 

We fly to our Maker: “ Save Lord or we perish.” 


O Jesus ! once rock’d on the breast of the billow, 

Arous’d by the shriek of despair from thy pillow ; 

Now seated in glory, the mariner cherish, 

Who cries in his anguish, “ Save Lord, or we 
perish.” 
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And, O! when the whirlwind of passion is raging, 

When sin in our hearts his wild warfare is waging; 

Then send down thy grace thy redeemed to 
cherish, 

Rebuke the destroyer! “ Save Lord or we perish.” 


39° ISA. Lviv. 13, 14. (Prop. Les) 


Ye vain engrossing thoughts, away ; 

The Lord demands our hearts this day ; 

From earthly trifles bids us fly, 

And seek the glories of the sky; 

We come, O Lord, at thy decree, 

To yield our willing hearts to thee. _ 


Oft as these sabbath hours return, 
Fresh proofs of mercy we discern, 
And joy to see thy grace bestow'd 
To light the darkness of our road: 
O, let that light direct our way 
To regions of eternal day. 


Now let our souls on thee repose 

The burden of their wants and woes: 
And from thy word new power derive 
To keep our feeble faith alive. 

Thy blessing, Lord, we love to gain ; 
Let us not seek thy face in vain. 


While here we dwell with cares oppress’d, 
Few are the hours of perfect rest : 

But heaven will all our loss repair, 

Each day will be a sabbath there : 

Lord, by the teaching of thy grace, 
Prepare us for that holy place. 
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40. COL. 111.—v. 15, 17. (Epistle.) 


Father, whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sov'reign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise ;— 

Give me a calm and thankful heart, 
From ev'ry murmur free ; 

The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And let me live to thee. 

Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 
My life and death attend ; 

Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey’s end. 


41. MATT. xIII.—v. 24—-30. ( Gospel.) 


The angel comes, he comes to reap 
The harvest of the Lord ! 

O’er all the earth with fatal sweep 
Wide waves his flaming sword. 

And who are they, in sheaves to bide 
The fire of vengeance bound ? 

The tares, whose rank luxuriant pride 
Choked the fair crop around. 

And who are they, reserved in store 
God’s treasure house to fill ? 

The wheat, a hundred-fold that bore 
Amid surrounding ill. 

O King of mercy! grant us power 
Thy fiery wrath to flee! 

In thy destroying angel’s hour, 
O gather us to thee! 


42. 
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ISA. LxV.—v. 17—19. (Prop. Les.) 


Jerusalem ! my happy home ! 
Name ever dear to me ! 

When shall my labours have an end 
In joy, and peace, and thee ? 

When shall these eyes thy heaven built walls, 
And pearly gates behold ? 

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 
And streets of shining gold? 

Apostles, martyrs, prophets there 
Around my Saviour stand ; 

And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 

Jerusalem, my happy home, 
My soul still longs for thee ; 

Then shall my labours have an end, 
When I thy joys shall see. 


43. 1. JOHN 111.—v. 1—3. (Epistle.) 


Behold th’ amazing gift of love 
The Father hath bestow’d 

On us, the sinful sons of men, 
To call us sons of God ! 

High is the rank we now possess ; 
But higher we shall rise ; 

Though what we shall hereafter be 
Is hid from mortal eyes : 

Our souls we know, when he appears, 
Shall bear his image bright ; 

For all his glory, full disclos’d, 
Shall open to our sight. 


sa alan a eS 


Sixth Sunday after Epiphany. 171 


An hope so great, and so divine, 
May trials well endure ; 

And cleanse the soul from sense and sin, 
As Christ himself is pure. 


44. MATT. xxIv.—v. 29—31. (Gosp. & Col.) 


Day of judgment! day of wonders ! 
Hark! the trumpet’s awful sound, 
Louder than ten thousand thunders, 
Shakes the vast creation round ! 
How the summons 
Will the sinner’s heart confound. 


See the Judge, our nature wearing, 
Cloth’d in majesty divine ! 
You who long for his appearing, 
Then shall say this God is mine ! 
Gracious Saviour, 
Own me in that day for thine. 


Lo! ’tis he, our great salvation, 
Come for his belov’d below ! 
Come to bless his chosen nation, 
Come to make our hearts o’erflow ; 
Palms of vict’ry, 
Crowns of glory to bestow ? 


In our deepest tribulation 
May this thought our courage raise ! 
Swiftly comes the great salvation, 
Sighs shall then be chang’d to praise : 
We shall triumph, 
When the world is in a blaze. 
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45. 


46. 


GEN. I.—v. 3—5, 31. (Prop. Les.) 


‘Let there be light:” Thus spoke the Word; 
The word was God ; “and there was light: ” 
—Still the creative voice is heard, 

A day is born from every night. 

And every night shall turn to day, 

While months and years and ages roll ; 

But we have seen a brighter ray 

Dawn on the chaos of the soul. 

From day to day before our eyes, 

Glows and extends the work begun ; 

When shall the new creation rise 

On every land beneath the Sun ? 

When in the Sabbath of his love, 

Shall God amidst his labours rest ; 

And bending from his throne above, 

Again pronounce his people bless’d ? 


1. cor. 1x.—v. 24. (Lpistle.) 

Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve, 
And press with vigour on : 

A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 
And an immortal crown. 

"Tis God's all animating voice, 
That calls thee from on high ; 

"Tis his own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye. 

Blest Saviour, introduc’d by thee, 
Have I my race begun ; 

When crown’d with vict’ry at thy feet 
I'll Jay my honours down, 
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47. MATT. xx.—v. 1—8. (Gospel. 


The God of glory walks his round, 

From day to day, from year to year ; 

And warns us each with awful sound,— 

‘No longer stand ye idle here.” 

Ye, whose young cheeks with health are bright, 
Whose hands are strong, whose hearts are clear; 
Why will ye waste the morning light ? 

Alas! “why stand ye idle here?” 

And ye, whose scanty locks of grey, 

Foretell your latest travail near ; 

How swiftly fades your closing day ! 

And stand ye yet so idle here? 

O thou, in heaven and earth ador’d, 

To whom the sinner’s soul is dear ; 

Now call us to thy vineyard, Lord, 

And grant us grace to serve thee there. 


48. GEN. 1.—v. 1—3. Prop. Les.) 


How grateful to the anxious breast 

The sacred hours of holy rest, 

Let worldly cares and business cease, * 
And hail the glad return of peace : 
Delightful season, kindly given, 

To turn the wand ring thoughts to heaven. 
Lord raise our thoughts from earthly things 
On faith and hope’s celestial wings; 

And bear them to our heavenly home, 

Oft as this peaceful hour shall come ; 

Till the last gleam of life decay, 

In one eternal Sabbath day. 
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49, 


50. 


Sexagesima Sunday. 


GEN. 11-—v. 6. (Prop. Les.) 


She saw, she took; she ate ; 
Death enter‘d by the eye: 

And parleying in a tempted state, 
We lust, consent, and die. 

But now mankind restor’d 
Their Eden may retrieve : 

And lo, by faith we see our Lord, 
We touch, and taste, and live ! 
Jesus, thou art a tree 
That makes the foolish wise, 

And safely we may feed on thee, 
And feast both heart and eyes : 
Wisdom divine thou art, 
Receiv’d through faith alone ; 

And when thou dost thyself impart, 
We know as we are known. 

viin—v. 5—8. ( Gospel.) 

Almighty God! thy word is cast 
Like seed into the ground ; 

Now let the dew of heaven descend, 
And righteous fruits abound. 

Let not the foe of Christ and man 
This holy seed remove; __ 

But give it root in every heart, 
To bring forth fruits of Jove. 

Let not the world’s deceitful cares, 
The rising plant destroy ; 

But let it yield an hundred fold, 
The fruits of peace and joy. 
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GEN. 111.—v. 8—10. (Prop. Les.) 


Amidst the thrilling leaves thy voice 
At evening’s fall drew near ; 

Father! and did not man rejoice, 
That blessed sound to hear ? 

Did not his heart within him burn, 
Touch’d by the solemn tone? 

Not so! for never to return, 
Its purity was gone. 

Therefore, ’midst holy stream and bower 
His spirit shook with dread, 

And call’d the cedars, in that hour, 
To vail his conscious head. 

O! in each wind, each fountain’s glow, 
Each whisper of the shade, 

Grant me my Saviour’s voice to know 
And not to be afraid. 


GEN. viI.—v. 3. (Prop. Les.) 


How graciously the Lord invites 
Unworthy sinners to repent; 

And gives them time, before he smites, 
To flee the threaten’d punishment. 
Thus, ere the flood of waters came 
To overwhelm our guilty race, 

He sent his servants to proclaim 
The terms of pardon, and of grace. 
Lord, with thy word a blessing give, 
Subdue and soften every heart ; 

Not only bid us turn and live, 

But penitence and life impart. 
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53. GEN. 1x—v. 1—17. (Prop. Les.) 


When deaf to every warning given, 

Man braved the patient power of heaven, 

Great in his anger, God arose, 

Deluged the world and drown’d his foes. 

Vengeance, that call’d for this just doom, 

Retir'd to make sweet mercy room: 

God, of his wrath repenting, swore 

A flood should drown the earth no more. 

That future ages this might know, 

He plac’d in heaven his radiant bow ; 

The sign, till time itself shall fail, 

That waters shall no more prevail. 

This bow, that beams with vivid light, 

Presents a sign to christian sight, 

That God has sworn—who dares condemn ! 

He will no more be wroth with them. 

Thus, the believer, when he views, 

The rainbow in its various hues, 

May say, “those lovely colours shine 

To show that heaven 1s surely mine.” 

54. 1. cor. x1.—v. 8, 13. (Epistle.) 

Faith, Hope, and Love, now dwell on earth, 
And earth by them is blest ; 

But faith and hope must yield to love, 
Of all the graces best. 

Hope shall to full fruition rise, 
And faith be sight above: 

These are the means, but this the end ; 
For saints for ever love. 
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Love still shall hold an endless reign, 
In earth and heaven above, 

When tongues shall cease, and prophets fail, 
And every gift but love. 


55. LUKE xvil.—v. 31—33. ( Gospel.) 


By thy birth and early years, 
By thy human griefs and fears, 
By thy fasting and distress, 

In the lonely wilderness ; 

By thy vict’ry in the hour 

Of the subtle tempter’s pow’r ; 
Jesus! look with pitying eye, 
Hear our solemn litany. 


By thine hour of dark despair ; 

By thine agony of prayer, 

By the purple robe of scorn, 

By thy wounds, thy crown of thorn, 
Cross and passion, pangs and cries, 
By thy perfect sacrifice ; 

Jesus! look with pitying eye, 

Hear our solemn litany. 


By thy deep expiring groan, 

By thy seal'd sepulchral stone, 
By thy triumph o’er the grave, 
By thy pow’r from death to save, 
Mighty God! ascended Lord! 

To thy throne in heav’n restor’d, 
Prince and Saviour! hear the cry 
Of our solemn litany! 
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57. 


Ash Wednesday. 
( Collect.) 


Saviour, Prince, enthron’d above, 
Repentance to impart, 
Give us through thy dying love, 
A new and contrite heart. 
Let us be by grace restor’d 
And taught to hate the sins we own 
Turn and look upon us Lord ; 
And break our hearts of stone. 


See us Saviour from above, 
Nor suffer us to die; 
Life and happiness, and love, 
Fall from thy gracious eye ; 
Speak the reconciling word, 
And let thy mercy melt us down, 
Turn and look upon us Lord ; 
And break our hearts of stone. 


First Sunday in Lent. 
GEN. x1x.—v. 16, 17. (Prop. Lesson.) 


This world is all enchanted ground, 
O whither shall we fly! 

The vengeful flames are kindling round, 
And if we stop we die. 

When some kind hand has brought us forth, 
How ling’ring is our pace! 

Lord, either drive us by thy wrath, 
Or draw us by thy grace. 

O let us not a moment waste, 
On this destructive plain ; 

Hence may we flee with greatest haste, 
Till we our refuge gain. 


58. 


59. 


First Sunday in Lent. 179 


2 cor. vi.—v. |—10. (L£pistle.) 


Soldiers of Christ arise, 
And put your armour on, 
Strong in the strength which God supplies 
Through his Eternal Son; 
Strong in the Lord of Hosts 
And in his mighty power ; 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts, 
Is more than conqueror. 


Stand then in his great might, 
With all his strength endued ; 
But take to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God: 
That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts past, 
Ye may o’ercome through Christ alone, 
And stand entire at last. 


GEN. xx11.—v. 13. (Prop. Lesson.) 


The saints should never be dismay’d, 
Nor sink in hopeless fear : 

For when they least expect his aid, 
The Saviour will appear. 

This Abram found ; he rais’d the knife, . 
God saw, and said, “ Forbear: 

I know thy faith ; touch not his life ; 
Behold a victim there.” 

Wait for his seasonable aid ; 
Yea, though it tarry, wait ; 

The blessing may be long delay’d, 
But cannot come too late. 


180 


60. 


61. 


Second Sunday in Lent. 


MATT. xv.—v. 26, 27. ( Gospel.) 
All-conqu’ring faith, how high it rose, 
When heaven itself might seem t’ oppose ; 
All gracious Lord, who didst appear, 
Most merciful, when most severe. 
Thus at thy feet our souls would fall, 
And loudly thus for mercy call ; 
“Thou Son of David, pity show, 
And save us from eternal woe.” 

For, thou, the humble soul wilt raise, 
And all its sorrows turn to praise; 
Each self-abasing broken heart 

Shall with thy children share a part. 


GEN. xxvin1.—v. 20. ( Collect.) 


O God of Jacob, by whose hand 
Thy people still are fed , 

Who through this earthly pilgrimage 
Hast all our fathers led. 

Our vows, our prayers we now present 
Before thy throne of grace: 

God of our Fathers, be the God, 
Of their succeeding race. 

Through each perplexing path of life 
Be thou our constant guide ; 

Give us each day our daily bread 
And all we need provide. 

Protect us with thy constant care 
Till all our wand’rings cease ; 

And at our Father’s blest abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 
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62. EPH. V.—v. 6, 7, 8,9. (Epistle.) 
How heavy is the night, 
That hangs upon our eyes; 
Till Christ with his reviving light, 
Upon our souls arise ! 
Our guilty spirits dread 
To meet the wrath of heav’n; 
Till, in his righteousness array’d, 
We see our sins forgiv’n. 
Unholy and impure 
Is all the human race: 
His hands, infected nature cure 
With sanctifying grace. 
Lord! we adore thy ways, 
Of bringing us to God; 
Thy sov’reign pow’r, thy healing grace, 
And thine atoning blood ! 
63. LUKE. XI.—v. 27, 28. ( Gospel.) 


Virgin born! we bow before thee | 

Blessed was the womb that bore thee ! 

Thy mother, Mary, meek and mild, 

How blessed was she in her child! 

Blessed was the breast that fed thee ! 

Blessed was the hand that led thee! 

How blessed was the parent’s eye 

That watch’d thy slumb’ring infancy ! 

Blessed she by all creation, 

Who brought forth the world’s salvation ! 

And blessed they, for ever blest, 

Who love thee most and serve thee best ! 
- | 
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65. 


Fourth Sunday in Lent. 


GEN. xLitI.—v. 1—14. (Prop. Less.) 


O thou, whose mercy guides my way, 
Though now it seems severe ; 

Forbid my unbelief to say, 
There is no mercy here! 

O, grant me to desire the pain, 
That comes in kindness down ; 

More than the world’s supremest gain, 
Succeeded by a frown! 

Then, though thou bend my spirit low, 
Love only shall I see ; 

The very hand that strikes the blow, 
Was wounded once for me! 


( Collect.) 


O thou! from whom all goodness flows, 
I lift my heart to thee; 

In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes, 
Dear Lord, remember me ! 

Thou, who didst bleed, and groan, and die, 
From guilt to set me free, 

In glory now enthron’d on high, 
Wilt still remember me. 

When groaning, on my burden’d heart 
My sins lie heavily, 

My pardon speak, new peace impart, 
In love remember me ! 

The hour is near, consign’d to death, 
I own the just decree, 

Saviour, with my last parting breath 
I'll cry, “Remember me !” 
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67. 
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GAL. Iv.—v. 21—31. (Epistile.) 


Not to mount Sinai’s flaming height 
We lift the fearful eye, 

Where trumpet-blast, and clouds of night, 
Proclaim Jehovah nigh : 


The voice from Calvary we hear, 
Which bids the curse remove : 

By this redeem’d from guilt and fear, 
O let us wake to love. 


O thou, whose blood hath bought our peace, 
Whose love our sorrows bore, 

Whose conquest makes our bondage cease, 
Thee, Saviour, we adore. 


JOHN. vi.—v. 1—14. (Gospel) 


O hand of bounty, largely spread, 
By whom our every want is fed, 
Whate’er we touch, or taste, or see 
We owe them all, O Lord, to thee. 
The stream thy word to nectar dyed, 
The bread thy blessing multiplied, 
How well they knew thy voice divine, 
Whose works they were and only thine. 
Though now no more on earth we trace 
Thy footsteps of celestial grace ; 
Dependant on thy promise given, 
We lift our anxious eyes to heaven, 
Obedient to thy sovereign will, 
We seek thy daily mercy still, 
Its blessed beams around us shine 
And thine we are and only thine ! 

F 2 
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69. 


Fifth Sunday in Lent. 


EXOD. 111.—v. 1—6. (Prop. Less.) 


Go where the foot hath never trod, 
Through unfrequented forests flee, 

The wilderness is full of God, 

His presence dwells in every tree. 

There God the wandering exile found 

In his appointed time and place ; 

The desert-sand grew holy ground, 

And Horeb’s rock a throne of grace. 
The lowly bush a tree-became, 

A tree of beauty and of light ; 

Involv’d in unconsuming flame 

That made the noon around it night. 
Thence came th’ eternal voice that spoke 
Salvation to the chosen seed ; 

Thence went th’ Almighty arm, that broke 
Proud Pharaoh’s yoke, and Israel freed. 


HEB. 1x.—v. LI—L5. (Epistle. 


There is a fountain fill’d with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins, 
And sinners plung’d beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. ; 
Dear dying Lamb! thy precious blood 
Shall never Jose its power, 

Till all the ransom’d church of God 
Be sav'd to sin no more. 

Fer since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 
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Then in a nobler sweeter song, 
I'll sing thy power to save, 
_ When this poor lisping stamm’ring tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 


70 ExoD. 111.—v. 14. JoHN vill. v. 58. ( Gos.) 


The God of Abraham praise, 
Who reigns enthron’d above ; 
Ancient of everlasting days, 
And God of love : 
Jehovah, great I am! 
By earth and heaven confest, 
We bow before the sacred name, 
For ever blest. 


The God of Abraham praise, 
By whose almighty hand 
We travel safely all our days, 
To Canaan’s land : 
To Zion’s sacred height, 
Where God his throne maintains ; 
And glorious with his saints in light 
For ever reigns. 


The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on high ; 
Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
They ever cry: 
Hail, Abraham's God and ours ! 
We join the heavenly lays ; 
Thine are the heavens, with all their powers, 
And endless praise. 


186 Sunday before Easter. 


71. PHIL. I1—v.5—I11 (Epistle.) 


Jesus, exalted far on high, 
To whom a name is given— 

A name surpassing every name, 
That’s known in earth or heaven ;— 

Jesus, who, in the form of God, 
Didst equal honour claim ; 

Yet, to redeem our guilty souls, 
Didst stoop to death and shame :— 

O, may that mind in us be form’d 
Which shone so bright in thee— 

A humble, meek, and lovely mind, 
From pride and envy free. 


72. MATT. XXVII—v. 85—45—50. (Crospel.) 


Alas! and did my Saviour bleed ! 
And did my Sov’reign die ; 

Would he devote that sacred head, 
For such a worm as I? 

Was it for crimes that I had done, 
He groan’d upon the tree? 

Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! 
And love beyond degree. 

Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in ; 

When Christ, the mighty Maker, died, 
For man the creature’s sin. 

Thus might I hide my blushing face. 
While his dear cross appears ; 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt mine eyes to tears. - 
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73> HEB. v.—v. 1—8. (Prop. Less.) 


With joy we meditate the grace 
Of an high priest above ; 

His heart o’erflows with tenderness, 
And patient faithful love. 

Touch’d with a sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame ; 

He knows what sore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the same 

He in the days of feeble flesh, 
Pour’d out strong cries and tears, 

And still in glory feels afresh 
What every member bears. 


74. ExoD. x.—v. 21—23. (Prop. Less ) 


When darkness once by God’s command, 
Envelop’d haughty Egypt's land, 
Throughout their long and fearful night 
In Israel’s dwellings all was light. 

So to the righteous light shall rise, 
Though clouds and tempests wrap the skies, 
And faith triumphant mock the gloom 
That gathers round the silent tomb. 
Then grant us, Lord, while here we rove, 
Thy will to know, thy ways to love, 

To prove the riches of thy grace, 

And share the brightness of thy face. 
Till guided thus in all our way, 

And cheer’d by thy celestial ray, 

We reach at last that heavenly height 
Where all is peace, and joy, and light. 


188 Monday and Tuesday before Easter. 


75. ISA. LX111—1—6. (Epistle.) 
“Who is this that comes from Edom ?” 
All his raiment stain’d with blood : 
To the slave proclaiming freedom : 
Bringing and bestowing good : 
Glorious in the garb he wears: 
Glorious in the spoils he bears. 


Tis the Saviour, now victorious, 
Trav'ling onward in his might 
’Tis the Saviour, O how glorious 
To his people is the sight ! 
Mighty to redeem and save, 
Those the Father to him gave. 


Mighty Victor, reign for ever! 
Wear the crown so dearly won ! 
Never shall thy people never, 
Cease to sing what thou hast done. 
Thou hast fought thy people’s foes : 
Thou hast heal’d thy people’s woes. 


76. MARK XIv.—v. 32—-38.—xv. 22 —25.( Gos.) 


Go to dark Gethsemane, 

Ye that feel the tempters’ power, 
Your Redeemer’s conflict see, 
Watch with him one bitter hour; 
Turn not from his griefs away, 
Learn of him to watch and pray. 
Follow to the judgment-hall, 
View the Lord of life arraign’d ; 
O the wormwood and the gall! 
O the pangs his soul sustain’d ! 


Wednesday and Thursday before Easter. 


77. 


78. 


Ye that suffer shame or loss, 
Learn of Christ to bear the cross. 


Calvary’s mournful mountain climb ; 
There adoring at his feet, 
Mark that miracle of time, 
—God’s own sacrifice complete : 
‘It is finish’d ; hear him cry; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 
HEB. Ix.—v. 26, 28. (Eppistle.) 
Charg’d with the complicated load 
Of our enormous debt ; 
By faith I see the Lamb of God 
Expire beneath its weight. 
My heinous guilt transferr’d to him 
Shall never more be found ; 
Lost in his blood’s atoning stream, 
Where ev'ry crime is drown‘d: 
O may my life, while here below, 
Be one return of love: 
Till I before thy footstool bow, 
And chant thy praise above. 


I COR. 1x.—v. 23—26. (Zpistle.) 


Bread of our life, in mercy broken ! 
Wine of the soul, in mercy shed ! 
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By whom the words of life were spoken, 
And in whose death our sins are dead : 


Look on the heart by sorrow broken ; 
Look on the tears by sinners shed ; 
And be thy feast to us the token 


That by thy grace our souls are fed. 


190 Good Friday. 


79. HEB. X.—v. 1—14. (Epistle.} 


Not all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain, 

Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 
But Christ, the heav’nly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away ; 

A sacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer bleed than they. 
My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of thine, 

While like a penitent, I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 
Believing we rejoice 
To see the curse remove ; 

We bless the Lamb, with cheerful voice, 
And sing his bleeding love. 


80. JOHN. XIx.—v. 30. ( Gospel.) 


Hark! the voice of love and mercy 
Sounds aloud from Calvary : 
See ! the rocks are rent asunder ; 
Darkness vails the mid-day sky : 
‘It is finish’d !” 
Hear the dying Saviour cry. 
O what joy to helpless sinners 
These triumphant words afford ! 
Heavénly blessings without measure, 
Flow to us through Christ the Lord : 
It is finish’d !” 
Saints his dying words record. 


St. 


Good Friday. 


All the types and shadows finish’d 
- Of the ceremonial law : 
Man’s redemption now completed, 
Death and hell no more shall awe : 
“It is finish’d! ” 
Saints from hence your comfort draw. 
Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs ! 
Join the triumph to proclaim: 
All on earth, and all in heaven, 
Join to praise the Saviour’s name : 
Hallelujah ! 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb! 


ISA. LIII—v. 6—9. (Prop. Less.) 


Like sheep we went astray, 
And broke the fold of God, 
Each wand’ring in a diffrent way, 

But all the downward road. 


How dreadful was the hour, 
When God our wand’rings laid, 
And did at once his vengeance pour 

Upon our Shepherd's head ! 


How glorious was the grace, 

When Christ sustain’d the stroke! 
His life and blood the Shepherd pays, 

A ransom for the flock. 


His honour, and his breath, 
Were taken quite away ; 

Join’d with the wicked in his death, 
And made as vile as they. 
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82. 1 cor. xv.—v. 20-—22. ( Anthem.) 


Christ the Lord is risen to-day, hallelujah 
Our triumphant holy-day— hal. 

He endur’d the cross and grave, hal. 
Sinners to redeem and save. hal. 
Hymns of praises let us sing, hal. 
Unto Christ our heavenly king, hal. 
For the pains which he endur’d, hal. 
Our salvation have procured. hal. 

Lo! he rises Mighty King! hal. 
Where, O death, is now thy sting ? hal. 
Lo! he claims his native sky, hal. 
Grave! where is thy victory ? hal. 


83. coL. 111.—v. 1, 2. (Epistle and Collect.) 


Christ the Lord hath left the grave 
Christ omnipotent to save ! 

Raise your joys and triumphs high ; 
Sing ye heavens and earth reply, 
Love’s redeeming work is done ; 
Fought the fight, the battle won ; 
Lo! the sun’s eclipse is o’er, 

Lo! he sets in blood no more : 
Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, 
Christ hath burst the gate of hell! 
Death in vain forbids his rise, 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

Lives again our glorious King ; 
Where, O death is now thy sting ? 
Once he died our souls to save ; 
Where’s thy victory O grave ? 


Easter Day. 193 


Soar we now where Christ hath led, 
Foll’wing our exalted head ; 
Made like him, like him we rise, 
Our’s the cross, the grave, the skies. 
84, JOHN. xx.—v. 1—8. ( Gospel.) 
Come ye saints, look here and wonder, 
See the place where Jesus lay ; 
He has burst his bands asunder : 
He has borne our sins away : 
Joyful tidings! yes the Lord is ris’n to-day. 
Jesus triumphs! sing ye praises: 
Twas by death he overcame: 
Thus the Lord his glory raises : 
Thus he fills his foes with shame: 
Sing ye praises! praises to the victor’s name. 
Jesus triumphs! countless legions 
Come from heaven to meet their King: 
Soon in yonder happy regions, 
We shall join his praise to sing : 
Songs eternal, shall thro’ heav’ns high arches ring. 
85. ExoDUS xIv.—v. 2—6—31. (Prop. Les.) 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea! 
Jehovah hath triumph’d! his people are free ! 
Sing—for the pride of the tyrant is broken ; 
His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and 


brave,— 

How vain was their boasting! the Lord hath but 
spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the 
wave | 


Sound the loud timbrel, &c. &c. 


194 Easter Day. 


Praise to the Conqueror! praise to the Lord! — 

His word was our arrow—his breath was our 
sword! 

Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride? 

The Lord hath look’d out from his pillar of 
glory, 

And all her brave thousands are dash’d in the 
tide: 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s, &c. 


86. ACTS. 11.—v. 24—32. (Prop. Less.) 


O joyful sound ! O glorious hour ! 

When Christ, by his almighty power, 
Arose and left the grave: 

Now let our songs his triumph tell, 

Who broke the chains of death and hell, 
And ever lives to save. 


‘«‘ The first-begotten from the dead,” 
Behold him rise, his people’s head, 
Immortal life to bring : | 
What! though the saints like him shall die, 
They share their leader's victory, 
And triumph with their King. 


No more we tremble at the grave ; 
For he, who died our souls to save, 
Will raise our bodies too : 
What! though this earthly house shall fail, 
The Saviour’s power will yet prevail, 
And build it up anew. 


87. 


First Sunday after Easter. 195 


( Collect.) 


Now may the God of peace and love— 
Who from th’ impris’ning grave 
Restor’d the Shepherd of the sheep, 

Omnipotent to save : 

Thro’ the rich mercies of that blood, 

Which on the cross he spilt, 

To make th’ eternal cov’nant sure, 

On which our hopes are built— 
Perfect our souls in ev'ry grace, 

T’ accomplish all his will, 

And all that’s pleasing in his sight 

Inspire us to fulfil | 
For the great Mediator’s sake, 

* We for these blessings pray : 
With glory let his name be crown’d 

Thro’ heav’n’s eternal day. 

1. JoHN v.—v. 6, 7, 8. (Episile.) 
Bless’d be the Father and his love, 
To whose celestial source we owe, 
Rivers of endless joy above, 

And rills of comfort here below 
Glory to thee, great Son of God, 
Forth from whose wounded body rolls 
A precious stream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying souls. 

We give thee, Sacred Spirit, praise, 
Who in our hearts of sin and wo, 
Makes living springs of grace arise, 
And into boundless glory flow. 
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89. 


First Sunday after Easter. 


Thus God the Father, God.the Son, 
And God the Spirit, we adore ; 
That sea of life and love unknown, 
Unfathom’d and without a shore. 


JOHN xx.—v. 19, 20. ( Gospel.) 


On the first christian sabbath-eve, 
When the disciples met, 

O’er his lost fellowship to grieve 
Nor knew the scriptures yet— 

Lo, in their midst, his form was seen, 
The form in which he died,— 

Their master’s marr’d and wounded mien, 
His hands, his feet, his side. 


Then were they glad their Lord to know, 
And worshipp’d, yet with fear ; 
—Jesus, again thy presence show ; 
Meet thy disciples here: 
Be in our midst ;—let faith rejoice 
Our risen Lord to view, 
And make our spirits hear thy voice, 
Say—“ Peace be unto you.” 


Then, while we hearken, O unfold 
The scriptures to our mind: 

Their mysteries let us now behold, 
Their hidden treasures find. 

And while with thee in social hours, 
We commune through thy word, 

May our hearts burn, and all our powers 
Confess—* It is the Lord.” 
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90. 1 PET. 11.—v. 20-—23. (Epistle and Col.) 


91. 


Behold where, in a mortal form, 

Appears each grace divine, 

The virtues all in Jesus meet, 

With. mildest radiance shine. 

The largest love of human kind 

Inspir’d his lowly breast ; 

In deeds of mercy, words of peace, 

His kindness was express'd. 

“Midst deep distress and cruel scorn, 

Patient, resign’d, he stood ; 

His foes ungrateful sought his life ; 

He labour’d for their good ! 

Be Christ my pattern and my guide, 

His image may I bear, 

O may I tread his sacred steps, 

And his bright glories share ! 

JOHN XII.—v. 11—16. ( Gospel.) 
Jesus the shepherd of the sheep, 
Most powerful is thine arm to keep,— 
The flock for which thou cam’st from heaven, 
The flock for which thy life was given. 
Be thou our guide and guard alone, 
Thee for our shepherd would we own, 
Thee may we follow day by day, 

And never from thy footsteps stray. 
O! may thy sheep discern thy voice, 
And in its sacred sound rejoice ; 
From strangers may they ever flee, 
And know no other guide but thee. 
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Lord, bring thy sheep that wander yet, 
And let the number be complete ; 

Then in one fold, our shepherd one, 

We shall all praise thee round thy throne. 


92. NUMB. xxIII.—v. 9, 22.—xxiv. 5. (P. Les.) 


Come, let us stand upon the rock, 
Where Balaam stood, and wond’ring look 
Upon the scene below; 
The tents of Jacob goodly seem, 
The people happy we esteem, 
Whom God has favour’d so. 


The sons of Israel stand alone, 
Jehovah claims them for his own, 

His cause and their’s the same: 
He saved them from the tyrant’s hand, 
Allots to them a pleasant land, 

And calls them by his name. 


Their toils have almost reach’d a close, 

They soon are destin’d to repose 
Within the promis’d land ; 

Its rising hills e’en now are seen, 

Enrich’d with everlasting green, 
Where Israel soon shall stand. 


Fair emblem of a better rest, 

Of which believers are possess’d, 
Beyond material space ! 

E’en now we see the heavenly shore, 

Where sin and sorrow are no more, 
And long to reach the place ! 
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93. I PET. 11.—13—17. (pistle.) 
O King of kings, thy blessing shed 
On our anointed sovereign’s head ; 
And, looking from thy throne in heaven, 
Protect the crown thyself hast given. 
Her, may we honour and obey ; 
Uphold her right and lawful sway, 
Rememb’ring that the powers which be 
Are ministers ordain’d by thee. 
Her, with thy choicest mercies bless 
To all her counsels give success ; 
Oh let thy mighty power be seen, 
In peace or war—God save the Queen. 
And, when all earthly thrones decay, 
Andgarthly glories fade away, 
Grant her a throne in worlds on high, 
A crown of immortality. 


94 Collect. 


Light of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades below, 
Come, and, by thyself revealing, 
Dissipate the clouds beneath. 
Light of life, and light’s Creator, 
In our deepest darkness rise ; 
Scatt’ring all the night of nature, 
Pouring eye-sight on our eyes. 
Still we wait for thine appearing, 
Life and joy thy beams impart ; 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Ev'ry poor benighted heart : 
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95. 


Third Sunday after Easter. 


Come, and manifest the favour 
Thou hast for thy ransom’d race ; 
Come, thou great exalted Saviour, 
Come, and bring thy gospel-grace. 
Save us in thy great compassion, 
O thou mild pacific Prince! 
Give the knowledge of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins. 
By thine all-sufficient merit, 
Ev'ry burden’d soul release ; 
By the shining of thy Spirit 
Guide us into perfect peace. 
DEUT. v.—v. 23—33. (Prop. Les.) 
Not to the mount that burn’d with fire, 
To darkness, tempest, and the soynd 
Of trumpet waxing higher and higher ; 
Nor voice of words that rent the ground, 
While Israel heard with trembling awe, 
Jehovah thunder forth his law. 
But to Mount Zion we are come, 
The city of the living God, 
Jerusalem, our heavenly home 
The courts by angel-legions trod, 
Where meet in everlasting love 
The Church of the first-born above ! 
O hearken to the healing voice, — 
That speaks from heaven its tones so mild: 
To-day are life and health our choice; 
To-day, through mercy reconcil’d, 
Our all to God we yet may give; 
Now let us hear his voice and live. 


96. 


97. 
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JAMES I1.—v.17. (Epistle.) e 


Father, to thee our souls we lift ! 
On thee our hope depends, 

Convince'd that ev’ry perfect gift 
From thee alone descends, 

Mercy and grace are thine alone, 
And pow’r and wisdom too ; 

Without the Spirit of thy Son, 
We nothing good can do. 

Thou all our works in us hast wrought, 
Our good is all divine; 

The praise of ev'ry virtuous thought, 
And righteous work is thine. 


JOHN xvi.—v.7—I11. ( Gospel.) 
Come Holy Spirit come ; 
Let thy bright beams arise ; 


| Dispel all sorrow from our minds, 


And darkness from our eyes. 
Cheer our desponding hearts 
With visitations sweet ; 

Cause us to lie with humble hope 
At our Redeemer’s feet. 
Convince us of our sin, 

Then lead to Jesu’s blood ; 

And to our wond’ring view reveal 
The secret love of God. 

*Tis thine to cleanse the heart, 
Iiluminate the soul ; 


_To pour fresh life on every part, 


And new create the whole. 
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98. DEUT. vi1.—v. 9, 10. (Prop. Les.) 


O raise your songs, and sound abroad 
The honours of a faithful God: 

How just and true are all his ways, 
How far beyond our highest praise ! 
The truths that he has once declar’d, 
Can never fail, or be impair’d : 

His promises will still endure, 

His awful threat’nings must be sure. 
The sun and stars may fail to rise 

Or leave their stations in the skies,— 
The heavens and earth may pass away,— 
Eternal truth shall ne’er decay. 


99. Collect. 


Thou whose voice can still the ocean, 
Calming the tempestuous wind, 
Let thy Spirit's heavenly motion 
Quiet our unruly mind: 
There each vile and base affection, 
Passions wild, and fancies vain, 
All in powerful connection, 
O’er our feeble judgments reign. 


Thy great promises desiring, 
Let us fix our hearts on high; 
_ May we e’er be found aspiring 
To that bliss which cannot die: 
Then, though all around us perish, 
We may look with peaceful eye, 
While the blessed hope we cherish 
Of unfading joy on high. 
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100. peut. vi11.—v. 2, 3, 15, 16. (Prop. Les.) 


Guide us, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrims through this barren land ; 
We are weak but thou art mighty, 
Hold us with thy powerful hand: 
Bread of heaven, feed us now and evermore. 


Open Lord the crystal fountain, 
Whence the healing streams do flow ; 
Let the fiery cloudy pillar 
Lead us all our journey through, 
Strong re Aba be thou still our strength and 
shield. | 


When we tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid our anxious fears subside ; 
Death of death and hell’s destruction, 
Land us safe on Canaan’s side: 
Songs of praises, we will ever give to thee. 
101. Collect. 
God by his spirit leads 
In paths before unknown ; 
The work to be perform’d is our’s, 
The strength is all his own. 
Assisted by his grace, 
We still pursue our way ; 
And hope at last to reach the prize, 
Secure in endless day. 
’*Tis he that works to will, 
’Tis he that works to do; 
His is the power by which we act, 
His be the glory too. 
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102. 


103. 


Fifth Sunday after Easter. 


JAMES I.—v. 22. (Ejpistle.) 
Thy presence, gracious God, afford ; 
Prepare us to receive thy word: 
Now let thy voice engage our ear, 
And faith be mix’d with what we hear. 
To each thy sacred word apply 
With sovereign power and energy ; 
And may we in thy faith and fear, 
Reduce to practise what we hear. 
Father in us thy Son reveal ; 
Teach us to know and do thy will; 
Thy saving power and love display, 
And guide us to the realms of day. 


JOHN XVI.—v. 283—33. ( Gospel.) 


Raise your triumphant songs 
To an immortal tune; 

Let the wide earth resound the deeds, 
Which heavenly grace hath done. 
Sing how Eternal Love 
Christ the beloved chose, 

And bade him raise our sinful race 
From an abyss of woes. 

Sing of his dying love ; 
Sing of his rising power ; 

Sing how he intercedes above, 

For those whose sins he bore. 
Sing on your heavenly way 
Ye ransom’d sinners sing, 

Sing on rejoicing every day, 

In Christ th’ eternal King. 
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104. ACTS 1.—v. 9—I1. (Epistle.) 


Rejoice the Lord is King ! 

Your Lord and King adore ; 

His glorious conquests sing, 

And triumph evermore. 
Lift up the heart, lift up the voice, 
Rejoice, ye saints of God, rejoice. 

He sits at God’s right hand, 

Till all his foes submit, 

And bow to his command, 

Or fall beneath his feet. Lift up, Sc. 

Rejoice, the Lord will come, 

Triumphant from the skies, 

And glorious from the tomb 

Shall all his saints arise. 
We soon shall hear th’ archangel’s voice, 
The trump of God shall sound “ Rejoice.” 


105. MARK xvi.—v. 19. (Gospel & Collect.) 


Hail the day that saw him rise, 
Ravish’d from our wishful eyes! 
Christ, awhile to mortals giv'n, 
Re-assumes his throne in heav’n. 
Him tho’ highest heav’n receives, 
Still he loves the earth he leaves; 
Tho’ returned to his throne, 
Never can forget his own: 

Still for them he intercedes, 

His atoning merit pleads ; 

Near himself prepares their place, 
Saviour of the ransom’d race. 


| 
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106. 


107. 


Sunday after Ascension. 


Ever upwards may we move, 
Wafted on the wings of love; 
Looking when our Lord shall come, 
Longing for our endless home. 
I PET. Iv.—v.7. (Epistle.) 
Great God! what do I see and hear ? 
The end of things created : 
The Judge of mankind doth appear 
On clouds of glory seated : 
The trumpet sounds; the graves restore 
The dead, which they contain’d before : 
Prepare my soul to meet him ! 
The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
At the last trumpet’s sounding ; 
And meet their Saviour in the skies, 
With joy his throne surrounding : 
No gloomy fears their souls dismay ; 
His presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepared to meet him. 
But sinners fill’d with guilty fears, 
Behold his wrath prevailing ; 
For they shall rise, and find their tears, 
And sighs are unavailing ! 
The day of grace is past and gone, 
Trembling they stand before the throne ! 
Prepare my soul to meet him! 
Collect. 
All hail the great Immanuel’s name! 
Ye angels prostrate fall : 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


108. 


Sunday after Ascension. 


Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from his altar call : 

Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Let every kindred, every tribe, 
Around this earthly ball, 

To him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


O that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall ; 

There join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all! 
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JOHN xv.—v. 26, 27. (Gospel & Collect.) 


Holy Ghost! whose fire celestial 
Light and life divine imparts, 
Come and dwell in breasts terrestrial, 
Heaven reveal in earthly hearts : 
Come and pour in blest effusion 
Holy unction from above, 
Scatt’ring wide in rich diffusion 
Comfort, light, and fire of love. 


Keep thy church in holy union, 
Foes remove, give peace at home: © 
Source of peace and sweet communion 


Where thou dwell’st no ill can come. 


Teach us humbly to adore thee 
While on earth we pass our days, 

Thence transport our souls to glory, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 
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109. acts 11.—v. 1—4. (Epistle.) 


Lord God the Holy Ghost 
In this accepted hour, 

As on the day of Pentecost, 
Descend in all thy power : 
We meet with one accord 
In our appointed place, 

And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spirit of all grace. 


Spirit of light, explore, 

And chase our gloom away, 
With lustre shining more and more 

Unto the perfect day: 

Spirit of truth, be thou 

In life and death our guide ; 
O Spirit of adoption, now 

May we be sanctified ! 


110. acts x.—v. 44, 45—xrIx, ve 6. (P. Less.) 


Creator Spirit, by whose aid 

The world’s foundations first were laid, 
Come, visit every humble mind, 

Come, pour thy joys on all mankind ; 
From sin and sorrow set us free, 

And make us temples meet for thee. 


O source of uncreated light, 

The Father’s promis’d Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount ! thrice holy fire! 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
Come, and thy sacred unction bring, 
To sanctify us, while we sing. 
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Plenteous grace, descend from high 
Rich in thy seven-fold energy ! 

Give us thyself, that we may see 
The Father and the Son by thee ; 
Make us eternal truths receive 

And practise all that we believe. 
Immortal honour, endless fame, 
Attend th’ Almighty Father’s name; 
Let God the Son be glorified, 

Who for lost man’s redemption died : 
And equal adoration be, 

O blessed Comforter, to thee. 

111. soun x1v.—v. 16, 17-—25—27. ( Gospel.) 
Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire, 
And lighten with celestial fire : 

Thou the anointing Spirit art, 

Who dost thy seven-fold gifts impart : 
Thy blessed unction from above 

Is comfort, life, and fire of love. 

Enable with perpetual light, 

The dulness of our blinded sight ; 
Anoint our heart, and cheer our face, 
With the abundance of thy grace: 
Keep far our foes; give peace at home; 
Where thou art guide, no ill can come. 
Teach us to know the Father, Son, 
And Thee, of both, to be but One; 
That though the ages all along, 

This theme may be our endless song ;— 
Praise to thine eternal merit, 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 
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112 GEN. 1.—v. 1, 26, 27. (Prop. Less.) 


By faith we know the worlds were made 
Formless at first and void: 
We know the universe decay’d 
Shall be by fire destroy’d : 
But soon the co-eternal Son 
We shall in glory view, . 
Jehovah sitting on his throne 
Creating all things new. 


O Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
In council join again, 

Now to restore thine image, lost 
By frail apostate man : 

Through faith begotten from above, 
May we thy form express, 

Be filled with thy perfect love 
And stamp’d with holiness ! 


113. mMatr. 111.—v. 16, 17. (Prop Less.) 


To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, Three in One, 
In earth and heaven ador’d, 
Our hearts, and hands, and lips we raise, 
With humble prayer, and grateful praise, 
And own our Sov’reign Lord. 


Father, Redeemer, Heav’nly Guide ! 
May we by faith in thee abide, 
And bless thy constant love ; 
Till we in heaven thy glory see, 
And praise thee through eternity 
With angel hosts above. 
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114. REV. Iv.—v. 8—11. (Epistle.) 


Give glory unto God on high, 

To him, who arch’d the vaulted sky : 
Who form’d the countless orbs that gem, 
Dark night’s resplendent diadem ; 

Gave life unto each living thing, 
Created man their earthly king, 

Then gave his Son for man to die, 

Give glory unto God on high. 


Give glory to the Son, who came, 
Cloth’d in our fleshly mortal frame, 
Who bore our sins, vouchsaf’d to give, 
Himself to die that we might live; | 
Who, in the agonies of death, 

Pour’d for his foes his parting breath ; 
Was perfect God and man in one, 
Give glory to the incarnate Son! 


Give glory to the Holy Ghost! 
Who on the day of Pentecost, 
From heaven to earth in mercy came, 
Descending as in tongues of flame ; 
The promised Comforter and Guide, 
Through whom the soul is sanctified ; 
Ye saints on earth, ye heav’nly host, 
Give glory to the Holy Ghost. 

115. Collect. 
Father of heaven! whose love profound 
A ransom for our souls hath found: 
Almighty Son, Incarnate Word, 
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord : 
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116. 


Trinity Sunday. 


Eternal Spirit! by whose breath, 
The soul is rais’d from sin and death; 
Mysterious Godhead! Three in One! 
Jehovah, Father, Spirit, Son ! 
Before thy Throne we sinners bend, 
Grace, pardon, life to us extend. 
I JOHN v.—v. 8. (Prop. Less.) 
We give immortal praise 
To God the Father’s love, 
For all our comforts here, 
And better hopes above : 
He sent his own Eternal Son, 
To die for sins, which man had done. 
To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, 
Who bought us with his blood 
Who saves from endless wo. 
And now He lives, and now he reigns, 
And sees the fruit of all his pains. 
To God the Holy Ghost 
Immortal honours give, 
Whose new-creating power 
Can make the dead to live. 
His work completes the grand design, 
And fills the soul with joy divine. 
Almighty God, we bow 
Before thy glorious throne, 
The undivided Three, 
And the mysterious One ! 
Where reason fails, with all her powers, 
There faith prevails, and love adores. 


117. 


118. 
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I JOHN Iv.—v. 8, 9, 10. (Epistle) 


Come, ye that know and fear the Lord, 
And raise your thoughts above, 

Let every heart and voice accord, 
To sing that “ God is love.” 

This blessed truth his word declares, 
And al] his mercies prove ; 

Jesus the gift of gifts appears, 
To show that “ God is love.” 

Behold his patience bearing long 
With those who from him rove: 

Till mighty grace their hearts subdues 
To teach them—* God is love.” 

O may we all, while here below, 
His best of blessings prove ; 

Till warmer hearts in brighter worlds, 
Proclaim that ‘God is love.” 


LUKE XvI.—v. 22, 23. ( Gospel.) 
Prepare, prepare, to meet thy God, 
Nor trifle with a Saviour’s blood ; 
Attend the voice immortal souls ! 
"Tis time, ’tis death, ’tis judgment calls. 
Assist us, Lord, to watch and pray, 
And realize that solemn day : 

Thy heav’nly graces all impart, 
To cleanse and purify the heart. 
Adorn us with that spotless dress ; 
The robe of Jesu’s righteousness ; 
That so we may in glory shine, 
Clad in a righteousness divine. 
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119. Collect. 


The mercy of the Lord, 
And his long-suffering grace, 

The loving kindness of his word, 
We every moment trace. 

The world we would forsake 
Our all to thee resign ; 

O save us for thy mercies sake ! 
O save us,—we are thine ! 
Meanwhile as pilgrims here, 
We seek our home above, 

Thee may we serve with holy fear, 
And love with child-like love. 


120. 1 JOHN 111.—v. 18—22. (Epistle.) 


Lord, when we bend before thy throne, 
And our confessions pour, 

Teach us to feel the sins we own 
And shun what we deplore. 

Our fallen spirits pitying see, 
True penitence impart, 

And let a healing ray from thee 
Beam hope on every heart. 

When our responsive tongues essay 
Their grateful songs to raise, 

Grant that our souls may join the lay, 
And rise to thee in praise. 

When we disclose our wants in prayer, 
May we our wills resign ; 

And not a thought our bosoms share 
Which is not wholly thine. 


121. 


122. 
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LUKE xiv.—v. 16, 17, 21, 23. ( Gospel.) 


Forth from the dark and stormy sky, 
Lord, to thine altars’ shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek thy shelter here ; 
Weary and weak, thy grace we pray: 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away ! 


Long have we roam’d in want and pain, 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain; 
Wilder’d in doubt, in darkness lost, 
Long have our souls been tempest tost : 
Low at thy feet our sins we lay ; 

Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away ! 


JUDGES v.—v. 4, 5. (Prop. Less.) 


The Lord of might from Sinai’s brow 
Gave forth his voice of thunder 

And Israel lay on earth below, 
Outstretch’d in fear and wonder. 

Beneath his feet was pitchy night, 

And at his left hand, and his right, 
The rocks were rent asunder ! 


The Lord of love, the Lord of might, 
The King of all created, 

Shall back return to claim his right, 
On clouds of glory seated ; 

With trumpet sound and angel-song, 

And hallelujahs loud and long 
O’er death and hell defeated ! 
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Third Sunday after Trinity. 


LUKE. xv.—v. 7, 10. ( Gospel.) 


Who can describe the joys that rise 
Through all the courts of Paradise, 
To see a prodigal return, 
To see an heir of glory born? 
With joy the Father doth apprave 
The fruit of his eternal love ; 
The Son with joy looks down and sees 
The purchase of his agonies. 
The spirit takes delight to view 
The holy soul he form’d anew ! 
And saints and angels join to sing 
The growing empire of their King. 

I. SAM. 111>—V. 2—10. (Prop. Less.) 


In Israel’s fane, by silent night, 

The lamp of God was burning bright ; 

A voice unknown the stillness broke, 

“ Samuel !” it call’d, and thrice it spoke. 
Thus early call’d to serve his God, 

In paths of righteousness he trod ; 
Prophetic visions fired his breast, 

And all the chosen tribes were bless’d. 
Speak Lord! and from their earliest days, 
Incline our youth to love thy ways ; 

Thy wakening voice hath reach’d their ear, 
Speak, Lord, to them; and may they hear! 
And ye, who know the Saviour’s love 

And richly all his mercies prove ; 


+ Your timely, friendly aid afford, 


That they may early serve the Lord. 
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125. I PET. v.—v. 7, 10. (Episile.) 


Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into his hands, 

To his sure truth and tender care, 
Who earth and heaven commands ; 
Who points the clouds their course, 
Whom winds and seas obey, 

He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 
No profit canst thou gain 
By self-consuming care : 
To him commend thy cause, his ear 

Attends the softest prayer. 
Give to the winds thy fears, 
Hope and be undismayed ; 

God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears; — 
God shall lift up thy head. 
Through waves, and clouds, and storms, 
‘He gently clears thy way; 

‘Wait thou his time ;—thy darkest night 
Shall end in brightest day. 


Fourth Sunday after Trinity. 
126. Rom. vitt.—v. 19—21. (Epistle.) 


I prais’d the earth, in beauty seen 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I prais’d the sea, whose ample field, 
Shone glorious as a silver shield, 
And earth and ocean seem’d to say * 
“ Our beauties are but for a day!” 

G 
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I prais’'d the Sun, whose chariot roll’d 

On wheels of amber and of gold ; 

I prais ‘d the Moon, whose softer eye 
Gleam’d sweetly through the summer sky ! 
And Moon and Sun in answer said, 

‘“‘Our days of light are numbered ! ” 


O God! O good beyond compare ! 

If thus thy meaner works are fair ! 

If thus thy bounties gild the span | 

Of ruin’d earth, and sinful man, 

How glorious must the mansion be 

Where thy redeem’d shall dwell with thee ! 


127. rom. virtr.—v. 19. (Col. & Ep.) 


While through this changing world we roam, 
From infancy to age, 

Heaven is the christian pilgrim’s home, 
His rest at every stage. 


Thither his raptur’d thought ascends, 
Eternal joys to share ; 

There his adoring spirit bends, 
While here he kneels in prayer. 


From earth his freed affections rise, 
To fix on things above, 

Where all his hope of glory lies, 
And love is perfect love. 


Henceforth our conversation be, 
With Christ before the throne : 

Ere long we eye to eye shall see, 
And know as we are known. 
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128) ot pet. 111.—v. 8—10. (Epistle.) 

The glorious universe around, 
The heavens with all their train, 

Sun, Moon, and stars, are firmly bound 
In one mysterious chain. 

God in creation thus displays 
His wisdom and his might, 

While all his works with all his ways 

e Harmoniously unite. 

In one paternal bond of Jove, 
One fellowship of mind, 

The saints below, and saints above 
Their bliss and glory find. 

Here, in their house of pilgrimage, 
Thy statutes are their song; 

There, through one bright eternal age, 
Thy praises they prolong. 


129 LUKE v.—v.4—I1. (Gospel.) 


Creator of the rolling flood { 
On whom thy people hope alone ; 
Who cam’st by water and by blood, 
For man’s offences to atone. 
Who from the labours of the deep 
Didst set thy servant Peter free, 
To feed on earth thy chosen sheep, 
And build an endless church to thee. 
Grant us, devoid of earthly care, 
And leaning on thy bounteous hand, 
To seek thy help in humble prayer, 
And on thy sacred rock to stand: 
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Fifth Sunday after Trintty. 


And, when our live-long toil to crown, 
Thy call shall set thy people free, 

To cast with joy our burden down, 
And rise, O Lord, to follow thee! 


I SAM. XVII.—v. 44—54. (Prop. Less.) 


Gods of this world! ye warrior host 
Of darkness and of air, 
In vain is all your impious boast, : 
In vain each missile lightning tost, 
In vain the tempter’s snare ! 
Though fast and far your arrows fly, 
Though mortal nerve and bone 
Shrink in convulsive agony, 
The christian can your rage defy 
Towers o'er his head Salvation’s.crest, 
Faith like a buckler, guards his breast, 
Undaunted, though alone. 


"Tis past! ‘tis o'er! in foul defeat 
The Demon host are fled! 
Before the Saviour’s mercy seat, 


(His live-long work of faith complete, ) 


Their conqueror bends his head, 
“The spoils thy self hast gained, Lord ! 

I lay before thy throne : 
Thou wert my rock, my shield, my sword ; 
My trust was in thy name and word: 
"Twas in thy strength my heart was strong ; 
Thy Spirit went with mine along ; 

How was I then alone?” 
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ROM. VI.—v. 3, 4. (Epistle.) 


That holy rite, that solemn vow, _ 
May we its sacred influence know, 

Born from above, and kept and blest : 
So pass'd thy people through the flood ; 
So, guided by the shadowing cloud, 

They gain’d the promis’d Canaan’s rest. 
Baptiz’d into the Saviour’s death, 

O may we die to all beneath, 

And live henceforth to him alone ; 
Serve him with zeal, and patience here, 
And wait till he, our life appear, 

And raise us to an heavenly throne. 


II SAM. X11,—v. 13. (Prop Less.) 


I left the God of truth and light, 

I left the God, who gave me breath, 
To wander in the wilds of night, | 
And perish in the snares of death. 
Heart-broken, friendless, poor, cast down, 
Where shall the chief of sinners fly, 
Almighty vengeance, from thy frown? 
Eternal justice, from thine eye ? 

Lo, through the gloom of guilty fears, 
My faith discerns a dawn of grace; . 
The Sun of Righteousness appears 

In Jesu’s reconciling face. 

Prostrate before thy mercy seat, 

I dare not, if I would despair ; 

None ever perish’d at thy feet, 

And I will lie for ever there. 
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222 Sixth Sunday after Trinity. 


133. Collect. 
O Lord, on whom our hopes depend, 
To keep us faithful to the end, = 
We trust thy truth, and love, and power, 
To save us to the latest hour ; 
And, when we lay this body down, 
To give us an immortal crown. 
Nor eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard, 
What Christ hath for his saints prepar’d: 
Strengthen’d by him through all the fight, 
And conqu’ring all things through his might, 
They tread the world beneath their feet, 
And gladly die their Lord to meet. 
Seventh Sunday after Trinity. 
134. ROM. VI.—v. 23. (Ejpistle.) 
There is a land of pure delight, 
_ Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain : 
There everlasting spring abides 
And never fading flowers ; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
That heavenly land from ours. 
O could we make our doubts remove, 
Those gloomy doubts that rise, 
And see the Canaan that we love 
With faith’s unclouded eyes: 
Could we but stand where Moses stood, 
And view the landscape o’er ; 
Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold flood, 
Should fright us from the shore ! 
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135. MARK vitt—v. 1—9. ( Gospel.) 


O King of earth, and air and sea! 

Thy hungry creatures cry to thee; 

Thy bounteous hand with food can bless 
The bleak and lonely wilderness ; 

Then grant thy servants, Lord! we pray, 
Our daily bread from day to day ! 

And O, when through the wilds we roam 
That part us from our heavenly home ; 
Do thou thy gracious comfort give, 

By which alone the soul may live; 

And grant thy servants, Lord! we pray, 
The bread of life from day to day. 


136. 11 8AM. xx1v.—v. 16, 18, 25. (Prop. Less.) 
Awake sweet harp of Judah, wake, 
Retune thy strings for Jesu’s sake ; 

We sing the Saviour of our race, 

The Lamb our shield and hiding-place. 
When God’s right arm is bared for war, 
And thunders clothe his cloudy car, 
Where, where, O where, shall man retire 
To ‘scape the horrors of his ire ? 

’Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fly, 
While the dread tempest passes by ; 
God sees his well beloved’s face, 

And spares us in our hiding place. 
Thus while we dwell in this low scene, 
The Lamb is our unfailing screen ; 

To him though guilty still we run, 

And God still spares us for his Son. 
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138. 


Lighth Sunday after Trinity. 


ROM. VIII.—v. 12—13. (Col. & Ep.) 
My God! my Father, cheering name 
O may I call thee mine ! 
Give me with humble hope to claim 
A portion so divine. 
Whate’er thy providence denies, 
I calmly would resign: 
For thou art just, and good, and wise ; 
O bend my will to thine! | 
Whate’er thy sovereign will ordains, 
O give me strength to bear! 
Still let me know a Father reigns, 
And trust a Father’s care. 
Though, Lord, thy ways are little known 
To my weak erring sight, 
Yet would my soul believing own, 
That all thy ways are right. 


ROM. VIII.—v. 14—17. (Epistle.) 


Spirit of truth and holiness, 

Whose comforts never fail, 
Earnest of everlasting bliss, 

Thee, Holy Ghost, we hail! 
The Comforter on saints bestow’d, 
The witness of our peace with God. 


Children of light and holiness, 
We “ Abba Father,” cry ; 


‘In Jesu’s blood and righteousness, 


To God by thee brought nigh ; 
Of his adopting love the seal, 
And faithful teacher of his will. 
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The living fruits of holiness 

And love, by thee, we show, 
Thus, heirs of everlasting bliss 
- Ourselves we prove below: 
This witness in our hearts we join, 
O blessed Comforter, with thine! 


Spirit of grace and holiness, 
Still give us light and joy ; 
Fill us with love, keep us in peace, 
Safe for the world on high : 
Of Jesu’s faithful love the seal, 
And teacher of his holy will. 


139. maTrT. vir.—v. 17—21. ( Gospel.) 
Heaven is a place of rest from sin, 
But all who hope to enter there, 
Must here that holy course begin 
Which shall their souls for rest prepare. 


Clean hearts, O God, in us create, 
Right spirits, Lord, in us renew; 
Commence we now that higher state, 
Now do thy will as angels do. 


A life in heaven! O what is this? 
The sum of all that faith believed ; 
Fulness of joy, and depths of bliss, 
Unseen, unfathom’d, unconceiv’d. 


In Jesu’s footsteps may we tread, 
Learn every lesson of his love: 
And be from grace to glory led, 
From heaven below to heaven above. 
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140. 1 cor. x.—v. 13. (Episile.) 


O! word of grace and gracious power! 
Blest safeguard in temptation’s hoar ! 
When all thy feeble hopes depart, 

This promise cheers my drooping heart. 
My steps may err, my courage fail, 
And worldly lures my strength assail ; 
Yet still it tells me that the snare 

Shall not be more than I can bear. 


Oft when I feel disturbing doubt, 
Caus'd by a treacherous world without, 
Oft when I mourn correding sin 

Deep in a guilty heart within, 

Though hard the conflict to sustain, 
Let me not tremble nor complain ; 

For that blest thought relieves my care, 
It is not more than I can bear. 


Then deign, Almighty Guardian, still 
Thy word of promise to fulfil ; 

I would not crave release from strife, 
Or absence from the snares of life, 
But grant that in temptation’s day, 

I still may meekly, humbly say— 

‘«‘ Thanks to my heavenly Father’s care 
I feel not more than I can bear.” 


141. 1 KINGS xIx.—v. 11—13. (Prop. Less.) 


He cometh, He cometh, the Lord passeth by ; 
The mountains are rending, the tempest is nigh, 
The wind is tumultuous, the rocks are o’ercast, 
But the Lord of the Prophet is not in the blast. 
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He cometh, He cometh, the Lord.he is near, 
The earth it is reeling, all nature's in fear ; 

The earthquake’s approaching with terrible form ; 
But the Lord of Sabaoth is not in the storm. 


He cometh, He cometh, the Lord in his ire, 
The smoke is ascending, the mount is on fire ; 
O say is Jehovah revealing his name ! 

He’s near, but Jehovah is not in the flame. 


He cometh, He cometh, the tempest is o’er, 

He's come, neither tempest nor storm shall be 
more, 

All nature reposes, earth, ocean, and sky, 

Are still as the voice that descends from on high, 


How sweet to the soul are the breathings of 
ace, 

When the still voice of pardon bids sorrow tocease, 

When the welcome of mercy falls soft on the ear, 

‘“‘ Come hither ye laden—ye weary draw near.” 


There’s rest for the soul, that on Jesus relies, 

There’s a home for the homeless prepar’d in th 
skies, : 

There’s a joy in believing, a hope and a stay, 

That the world cannot give, nor the world take 
away. | 

O had I the wings of a dove I would fly, 

And mount on the pinions of faith to the sky, 

Where the still and small breathing to earth 
-that was giv’n, 

Shall be chang’d to the anthem and chorus of 
heav’n. 
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142, 1. cor. x11.—v. 8, 7. ( Epistle.) 


Spirit of truth come down, 
Reveal the things of God, 

And make to us Christ’s godhead known, 
Apply his precious blood : 

His merits glorify, 
That each may clearly see 

Jesus, who did for sinners die, 

Hath surely died for me. 
No man can truly say, 
That Jesus is the Lord, 

Unless thou take the vail away, 
And breathe the living word: 
Then only then, we feel 
Our interest in his blood 

And cry with joy unspeakable, 
“Thou art my Lord, my God.” 


143. LUKE x1x.—v. 41—44. ( Gospel.) 


Past is her day of grace 
Her cup of wrath o’erflows: 

Yet Jesus views the guilty place, 
And weeps her coming woes. 
“If thou hadst known, e’en thou, 
At least in this thy day, 

The message of thy peace,—but now 
Thine hour is pass’d away !” 
And doth the Saviour weep ? 
And shall our tears be dry ? 

Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 


144. 


Tenth Sunday after Trinity. 


The Son of God in tears’ 
Angels with wonder see ! 

Be thou astonish’d, O my soul, 
He shed those tears for thee! 


e He wept, that we might weep, 
Each sin demands a tear ; 
In heav’n alone no sin is found, 
_ No sorrow enters there. 


( Collect.) 


Lord teach us how to pray aright 
With rev’rence and with fear ; 

Though dust and ashes in thy sight, 
We may, we must draw near. 


God of all grace, we come to thee, 
With broken, contrite hearts ; 

Give what thine eye delights to see, 
—Truth in the inward parts :-— 


Give deep humility ;—the sense 
Of godly sorrow give; 

—A strong desiring confidence 
To hear thy voice and live :— 


Faith in the only sacrifice 
That can for sin atone ; 

To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes 
On Christ, and Christ alone :— 


Give these ; and then thy will be done; 


Thus strengthen’d with all might, 


- We by thy Spirit, through thy Son, 


Shall pray, and pray aright. 
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145. 1r1cor. xv.—v.10. (Ep. § Col.) 
Grace ! ’tis a joyful sound, 
Harmonious to the ear! 

Heav’n with the echo shall resound 
And all the earth shall hear. 


Grace first contriv'd the way 
To save rebellious man; 

And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 


Grace all the work shall crown, 
Thro’ everlasting days ; 

It lays in heav’n the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 


O let thy grace inspire 
My soul with strength divine! 
May all my pow’rs to thee aspire, 
6 And all my days be thine! 


146. I con. xv.—v. 1—4. ( Epistle.) 
He dies! the friend of sinners dies ! 
Lo! Salem’s daughters weep around! 
A solemn darkness vails the skies! . 
A sudden trembling shakes the ground ! 
Come, saints, and drop a tear or two 
For him who groan’d beneath your load ; 
He shed a thousand drops for you, 
A thousand drops of richer blood ! 


Here’s love and grief beyond degree, 
The Lord of glory dies for men ! 

But lo! what sudden joy we see! 
Jesus the dead revives again! 
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The rising God forsakes the tomb ! 
(The tomb in vain forbids his rise ! ) 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And shout him welcome to the skies ! 


Break off your tears ye saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv’rer reigns ! 
Sing, how he spoil’d the hosts of hell, 
And led the monster Death in chains. 
Say, “ Live for ever, wondrous King, 

« Born to redeem, and strong to save:” 
Then ask the monster—“ Where's thy 

sting ? 


And where’s thy vict’ry, boasting Grave ?” 


LUKE XvIt.—v. 13. ( Gospel.) 
O Lord, turn not away thy face, 
From sinners doom’d to die ; 
Alone for pardon, and for grace, 
And mercy is our cry. 


We come before thy gracious throne, 
Where mercy doth abound ; 

We beg thy mercy, Lord, alone, 
To heal the deadly wound. 


O Lord, we need not to repeat, 
The grace we humbly crave ; 
Thou fillest, Lord, the mercy seat, 

And mercy we would have! 


Mercy, good Lord, mercy we ask, 
This is the total sum ; 

For mercy, Lord, is all our suit, 
O let thy mercy come ! 
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149. 


Twelfth Sunday after Trinity. 


MARK Vil.—v. 32. (Col. & Gosp.) 
What shall we ask of God in prayer? 
_—Whatever good we want; - 
Whatever man may seek to share, 
Or God in wisdom grant. 
Father of all our mercies,—thou, 
In whom we move and live, 
Hear us in heaven thy dwelling now, 
And answer and forgive. 
When bound with sms and trespasses, 
From wrath we fain would fiee, 
Lord cancel our unrighteousness, 
And set the captives free. 
When flames these elements destroy, 
And worlds in judgment stand, 
May we lift up our heads with joy, 
_And meet at thy right hand. 


II COR. 111.—v. 4. (Epistle.) 


O spirit of the living Godt 

In all thy plenitude of grace, 
Where’er the foot of man hath trod, 
Descend on our apostate race. 

Give tongues of fire and hearts of love, 
To preach the reconciling word; . 
Give power and unction from above, 
Where’er the joyful sound is heard. 
Baptize the nations far and nigh, 
The triumphs of the cross record ; 
The name of Jesus glorify, 

Till every kindred call him Lard. 
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150. GAL. 111.—v. 21, 22. (Epistle) 


Vein are the hopes the sons of men 
On their own works have built; 

Their hearts by nature all unclean, 
Ar all their actions guilt. 

In vain we ask God’s righteous law 
Tw justify us now, 

Since to convince and to condemn 
Is all the law can do. 

Jesus, how glorious is thy grace! 
When in thy name we trust, 

Our faith receives a righteousness 
That makes the sinner just. 


151. LUKE x.—v. 30—35. ( Gospel.) 


‘Who yonder on the desert heath, 
Complains in feeble tone ? ” 

—‘ A pilgrim in the vale of death, 
Faint, bleeding, and alone.” 

‘‘ What ruffian hand hath stripp’d thee bare, 
Whose fury laid thee low?” 

—‘ Sin for my footsteps twin’d the snare, 
And death has dealt the blow.” 

“‘ But sufferer ! is no comfort near 
Thy terrors to remove?” 

—‘ There is to whom my soul was dear, 
But I have scorn’d his love.” 

‘‘ What if his hand were nigh to save 
From endless death thy days?” 

—‘ The soul he ransom’d from the grave 
Should live but to his praise.” 
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152. 


153. 


Thirteenth Sunday after Trinity. 


‘« Rise then, O rise, his health embrace, 


With heavenly strength renew'd ; 


And, such as is thy Saviour’s grace, 


Such be thy gratitude!” 
Fourteenth Sunday after Trinity. 
GAL. v.—v. 22, 28. (Ep. & Col.) 
Holy Spirit in my breast, 

Grant that lively fatth may rest ; 


And subdue each rebel thought, 
To believe what thou hast taught. 


When around my sinking soul 
Gathering waves of sorrow roll, 
Spirit blest, the tempest still, 

And with hope my bosom fill. 

Holy Spirit, from my mind 
Thought, and wish, and will unkind, 
Deed and work unkmd remove, 
And my besom fill with love. 


Till my faith be lost in sight,* 
Hope be swallow’d in delight, 
Love return to dwell with thee, 
In the threefold Deity. 


LUKE XVI3.—v. 12—19. ( Gospel.) 


Come to Calvary’s holy mountain, 
Sinners ruin’d by the fall ; 

Here a pure and healing fountain 
Flows to you, to me, to all, 

In a full perpetual tide 

Open’d when our Saviour died. 
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Come in poverty and meanness, 
Come defil’d without, within ; 
From infection and uncleanness, 
From the leprosy of sin, 
Wash your robes, and make them white, 
Ye shall walk with God in light. 


He that comes shall live for ever ; 
’Tis a soul renewing flood ; 
God is faithful ;—-God will never 
Break his covenant in blood, 
Sign’d when our Redeemer died, 
Seal’d, when he was glorified. 


154, JEREMIAH v.—v. 22. (Prop. Less.) 


Beautiful, sublime, and glorious, 
Mild, majestic, foaming, free— 

Over time itself victorious, 
Image of Eternity. 


Sun and moon, and stars shine o’er thee, 
See thy surface ebb, and flow ; 
Yet attempt not to explore thee 
In thy soundless depths below. 


Earth,—her vallies, and her mountains 
Mortal man’s behests obey ; 

Thy unfathomable fountains 
Scoff his search, and scorn his sway. 


Such art thou—stupendous ocean ! 
But if overwhelm’d by thee, 

Can we think without emotion 
What must thy Creator be? 


e 
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156. 


Fifteenth Sunday after Trinity. 
GAL. vi—v. 14, ( Epistle.) 


When we survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 
Our richest gain we count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all our pride. 
Forbid it, Lord, that we should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, our God ; 
All the vain things that charm us most, 
We sacrifice them to his blood. 
See! from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ! 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ! 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small ; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all ! 


MATT. VI.—v. 25—34. ( Gospel.) 


Lo the lillies of the field, 

How their leaves instruction yield ! 
Hark to nature’s lesson given 

By the cheerful birds of heaven | 

‘© Mortals fly from doubt and sorrow : 
God provideth for the morrow !” 
One there lives, who, Lord of all, 
Keeps his creatures lest they fall ; 
One there lives, whose guardian eye 
Guides their humble destiny ; 
Mortals fly from doubt and sorrow : 
God provideth for the morrow ! 
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157. EPH. 111.—v. 17—21. (Epistle.) 
Come, gracious Lord, descend and dwell, 
By faith and love in ev'ry breast ; 

en shall we know, and taste, and feel 
The joys that cannot be express’d. 
Come, fill our hearts with inward strength, 
Make our enlarged souls possess, 
And learn the height, the breadth, 5 length, 
Of thine immeasurable grace. 
Now to the God whose pow’r can do 
More than our thoughts and wishes know, 
Be everlasting honours done, 
By all the Church, thro’ Christ his Son. 

158. LUKE vi1.—v. 12, 13. ( Gospel.) 

O ; weep not for the joys that fade 
Like evening lights away ;— 

For hopes, that like the stars decay’d, 
Have left thy mortal day ; 

For clouds of sorrow will derate 
And brilliant skies be given ; 

And though on earth the tear may start, 

Yet bliss awaits the holy heart, 
Amid the bowers of heaven ! 

O, weep not for the friends that pass 
Into the lonesome grave, 

As breezes sweep the withered grass 
Along the restless wave ; 

For though thy pleasures may depart, 
And darksome days be given ; 

And lonely though on earth thou art, 

Yet bliss awaits the holy heart 
When friends rejoin in heaven. — 


238 
159. 


160. 


Stxteenth Sunday after Trinity. 


EPH. U1.—v. 14—16. (Col. & Ep.) 
O Lord, a gracious arm extend, 
Thy Church’s welfare to defend, 
And keep her peace secure ; 
On thee for strength may she repose ; 
And, amidst all surrounding foes, 
Preserve her doctrines pure. 
Let thy continual pity be 
A refuge, where thy Church may flee, 
And saving succour prove : 
Since in herself she has no power, 
Preserve and help her evermore 
By thine Almighty love. 
Seventeenth Sunday after Trinity. 
EPH. Iv.—v. 3—6. (Epistle.) 
O King of Salem, Prince of Peace, 
Bid strife among thy subjects cease : 
One is our faith, and one our Lord: 
One body, spirit, hope, reward ; 
One God and Father of us all, 
On whom thy Church and people call : 
O, may we one communion be, 
One with each other, one in thee! 
Bless all whose voice salvation brings, 
Who minister in holy things : 
Our Bishops, Priests, and Deacons bless : 
Clothe them with zeal and righteousness ; 
Let many, in the judgment day, 
Turn’d from the error of their way, 
Their hope, their joy, their crown appear : 
Save those who preach and those who hear. 


Seventeenth Sunday after Trinity. 289 


161. EpH.iv. v. 2. LUKExiv. v.7. (EB. G. & GC.) 


162. 


Lord, if thou thy grace impart, 
Poor in spirit, meek in heart, 

I shall as my Master be, 

Clothed with humility. 

Simple, teachable, and mild, 
Chang’d into a little child; | 
Pleas'd with all the Lord provides, 
Wean’d from all the world besides. 
Father, fix my soul on thee, 
Every evil let me flee, ' 
Nothing seek but things above, 
Happy, happy in thy love. 


EZEK. XVIII.—v. 31, 32. (Prop. Les.) 


Sinners, turn, why will ye die ? 
God, your Maker, asks you why ? 
God, who did your being give, 
Made you with himself to live. 
Sinners, turn, why will ye die? _ 
God, your Saviour, asks you why ? | 
‘God, who did your souls retrieve, 
Died himself that you might live. 
Sinners, turn, why will ye die? 
God, the Spirit, asks you why ? 
He, who all your lives hath strove, 
Wooed you to embrace his love. 
Will ye not God’s grace receive ? 
Will ye still refuse to live ? 

Why, ye long-sought sinners, why 
Will you grieve your God, and die? 


940 Eighteenth Sunday after Trinity. 


163. ezeK. xx.—v. 12,20. (Prop. Les.) 
Every thought should be directed 
Heav'nward, through this sacred day : 
Worldly themes should be rejected— 
Themes that draw the soul away: 
Tis the day of sacred rest, 
’Tis the day the Lord has blest. 
O what glorious themes invite us, 
When we look on mercy’s plan! 
These are themes may well delight us— 
Themes of joy to guilty man. 
Full of sweetness, full of grace, 
Suited to a sinner’s case. 
Why should we grow weary, thinking 
Of the Saviour’s grace and love? 
From these springs his people, drinking, 
Get a taste of joys above. 
O ’tis good the Lord to know ! 
Tis our heaven begun below. 
164. MATT. xx1I—v. 42—45. ( Gospel.) 
Our songs shall be of Jesu’s love, 
Who left the heavenly courts above 
To bear our guilt and shame ; 

Th’ eternal uncreated Word, 

Both David’s Son, and David’s Lord, 
Jehovah is his name. 

Thou “ King of kings, and Lord of lords,” 

Dispose our hearts to hear thy words, 
Thy wondrous grace to tell ; 

Wake harp of Judah, bear the sound 

Far as creation’s utmost bound, 
All hail! Immanuel. 
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1 COR. 1.—v. 4—8. (Epistle.) 
To God, the only wise, 
Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the saints below the skiés 
Their humble praises bring. 
’Tis his almighty love, : 
His counsel and his care, 
Which keeps us safe from sin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful snare. 


He will present his saints, 
Unblemish’d and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 
Then all the chosen seed 
Shall meet around his throne, 
Shall bless the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


( Collect.) 
When aught shall tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way, 
To flee the good I would pursue, 
Or do the sin I would not do; 
May He, who felt temptation’s power, 
Still guard me in that dang’rous hour. 


And O, when I have safely past 
Through every conflict but the last, 
Still, Lord, unchanging, watch beside 
My bed of death, for thou hast died : 
Then point to realms of endless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 
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168. 


Nineteenth Sunday after Trinity. 


EPH. Iv.—v. 30. (Col. & Ep.) 
Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above ; 
Be thou our guardian, thou our guide ; 
O’er every thought and step preside. 


The light of truth to us display, 

And make us know and choose thy way ; 
Plant holy fear in every heart, 

That we from God may ne’er depart. 


Lead us to holiness, the road . 
That we must take to dwell with God; 
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share 
Fulness of joy for ever there. 
EPH. Iv.—v. 20-24. (Epistle.) 

Love divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heav’n, to earth come down, 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thy faithful mercies crown : 
Jesus, thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love thou art; 
Visit us with thy salvation, 

Enter ev'ry trembling heart, 


Carry on thy new creation, 
Happy, holy, may we be, 
Let us see thy great salvation, 
Perfectly restor'd by thee ; 
Chang’d from glory into glory, 
Till in heav’n we take our place ; 
Till we cast our crowns before thee, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise ! 


Nineteenth Sunday after Trinity. 248 


169. MATT. 1x.—v. 2—8. ( Gospel.) 

Howsweet was the voice of the first-born of heaven, 
(Though poor his apparel, though earthly his form) 
Who said to the mourner, ‘“‘ Thy sinsareforgiven,” 
‘Be whole” to the sick,—‘‘Be still!” to the storm. 


O Judge of the world! when array’d in thy glory, 
Thy summons again shall be heard from on high, 
While nature stands trembling & naked before thee ; 
And waits on thy sentence to live or to die ! 


When the heaven shall fly from the sound of thy 
thunder ; 
And the Sun in thy light’nings grow languid and 


pale ; 

The sea yield her dent, and the tomb cleave 
asunder ; 

In the hour of thy terrors, let mercy prevail ! 


170. DAN. vi.—v. 10. (Prop. Less.) 


Thus, Lord, throughout my life would I 
At stated times thy grace implore, 
At morning, noon, and night, draw nigh 
Thy throne, to worship, and adore. 


Let the infernal lion roar, 
I still approach thy throne of grace, 
ord present as heretofore, 
y sacrifice of prayer and praise. 


For mercy every moment pray, 

And never from thy praises cease, 
But glide insensibly away 

To raptures of eternal bliss. 


244 Twentieth Sunday after Trinity. 


171. EPH.—v. 20. (Col. & Ep.) 
O thou, my light, my life, my joy, 
My glory, and my all; 
Unsent by thee no good can come, 
No evil can befal. 


’Tis thine outstretch’d and powerful arm 
Upholds me in the way ; 

And thy rich bounty well supplies 
The wants of every day. 


For such compassions, O my God ! 
Ten thousand thanks are due ; 

For such compassions, I esteem 
Ten thousand thanks too few. 


172, = Ben. v.—v. 15—17. (Epistle.) 


See the leaves around us falling, 
Dry and wither'd to the ground, 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling 
With a sad and solemn sound :— 
“‘ Sons of Adam,—once in Eden 
Blighted when like us he fell, 
Hear the lecture we are reading, 
Tis, alas! the truth we tell. 


“Ye, on length of days presuming, 
Who the paths of pleasure tread, 
View us,—late in beauty blooming,— 
Number’d now among the dead.” 
On the tree of life eternal 

Man, let all thy hopes be staid, 
This alone, for ever vernal, 

Bears a leaf that shall not fade. ” 


Twenty-first Sunday after Trinity. 245 


1738. HABAK. 11.—v. 183—14. (Prop. Less.) 


O’er the realms of pagan darkness 
Let the eye of pity gaze ; 
See the kindreds of the people, 
Lost in sin’s bewild’ring maze : 
Darkness brooding on the face of all the earth. 
Light of them who sit in error, 
Rise and shine, thy blessings bring : 
Light to lighten all the Gentiles, 
Rise with healing in thy wing : 
To thy brightness, let all kings and nations come. 
Let the heathen, now adoring 
Idol-gods of wood and stone, 
Come, and worshipping before thee, 
Serve the living God alone : 
Let thy glory, fill the earth as floods the sea. 


174; EPH. vi.—v. 10O—18. (£pzstle.) 


The Christian warrior,—see him stand 
In the whole armour of his God; 

The spirit’s sword is in his hand! 

His feet are with the Gospel shod - 


In panoply of truth complete, 

Salvation’s helmet on his head, 

With righteousness, a breast-plate meet, 
And faith’s broad shield before him spread. 


By prayer omnipotence he moves, 
From this the alien armies flee ; 

Till more than conqueror he proves, 
Through Christ, who gives him victory. 


246. Twenty-first Sunday after Trinity. 


Thus strong in his Redeemer’s strength 
Sin, death, and hell he tramples down, 
Fights the good fight, and wins at length, 
Through mercy an immortal crown. 


175. HAB. 11. v.4. JOHN Iv. v.50, 53(Les. & Gos.) 


O may we with a stedfast faith, 
Believe whate’er Jehovah saith ! 
Then shall we glorify him more, 
And his unbounded love adore. 


Could we but trust our heavenly Friend ; 
And on his faithful word depend, 
This faith would cheer our gloomiest way, 
And turn our darkness into day. 

176. EPH. vi—v.15. (Col. & Ep.) 


Grant Lord, to thy chosen nation, 
Peace and pardon from above ; 
Peace, the earnest of salvation, 
Pardon, through a Saviour’s love. 
Peace, that speaks the heavenly giver, 
Peace, to worldly minds unknown ; 
Peace, divine that lasts for ever, 
Peace, that comes from God alone. 


Prince of peace, be present near us, 
Fix in all our hearts thy home ; 
With thy gracious presence cheer us, 
Let thy sacred kingdom come ; 
Raise to heaven our expectation ; 
Give our favoured souls to prove 
Glorious and complete salvation, 
In the realms of bliss above. 


177. 


178. 


Twenty-second Sunday after Trinity. 247 


PHIL. 1.—v. 4—6. (Ep. & Col.) 
Rejoice, believers, in the Lord, 

Who makes your cause his own; 
The hope that’s built upon his word 

Can ne'er be overthrown. 


Though unperceived by mortal sense, 
Faith views him always near, 

A guide, a glory, a defence, 
Then what have you to fear ? 

As surely as He overcame, 
And triumph’d once for you; 

So surely you that love his name 
Shall triumph in him too. 


MATT. XVIII—v. 21—35. ( Gospel.) 


And is the gospel peace and love ? 
Such let our conversation be ; 

The serpent blended with the dove, 
Wisdom and meek simplicity. 
Whene’er the angry passions rise, 
And tempt our thoughts & tongues to strife, 
To Jesus let us lift our eyes, 

Bright pattern of the christian life. 

O how benevolent and kind! 

How mild! how ready to forgive ! 

Be his the temper of our minds, 

And his the rules by which we live. 
But oh! how blind, how weak we are! 
How frail! how apt to turn aside ! 
Lord, we depend upon thy care, 

And ask thy Spirit for our guide. 


248 Twenty-second Sunday after Trinity. 


179. Prov. 11.—v. 183—17. (Prop. Less.) 
Come, we that love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known ; 
Join in a song with sweet accord 
And thus surround the throne. 


The sorrows of the mind 

Be banish’d from this place ;_ 
Religion never was design’d 

To make our pleasures less. 


The hill of Zion yields, 

A thousand sacred sweets, 
Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 

Or walk the golden streets. 


Then let our songs abound, 
And ev'ry tear be dry ; 

We're marching thro’ Immanuel’s ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 
Twenty-third Sunday after Trinity. 

180. ( Collect.) 
The great Jehovah reigns, 
Above the lofty sky ; 

And to this everlasting rock, 
Our joyful spirits fly. 
From this eternal source, 
Streams of salvation flow ; 

And with the wonders of his love 
Our grateful bosoms glow. 

His name shall be our song, 
While life and breath are given ; 

And his unceasing praise resound 

Eternally in heav’n. 


181. 


Twenty-third Sunday after Trinity. 249 


PHIL. 11.—v. 20, 21. (Epistle.) 


Behold He comes,—a mighty cloud 
Bears him in glorious triumph down, 
The trumpet sounds, it summons loud, 
And angels shout his grand renown. 


From realms of death, beneath the ground, 
The saints in countless millions rise ; 
While Seraphs stand admiring round, 
And view the change with glad surprise. 
Hail, Mighty Prince! thy kingdom now, 
Thy bliss and triumph are complete ; 

To thee the ransom’d myriads bow, 
And lay their glories at thy feet. 


182. MATT. xxit—v. 15—22. ( Gospel.) 


From foes that would the land devour ; 

From guilty pride, and lust of power ; 

From wild sedition’s lawless hour ; 
From yoke of slavery : 

From blinded zeal by faction led ; 

From giddy change by fancy bred ; 

From poisonous error’s serpent head ; 
Good Lord, preserve us free! 


Defend, O God, with guardian hand, 

The laws and Ruler of our land, 

And grant our Church thy grace to stand 
In faith and unity ! 

The Spirit's help of thee we crave, 

That, thou, whose blood was shed to save, 

May’st at thy second coming, have 
A flock to welcome thee! 


250 Twenty-fourth Sunday after Trinity 


183. 


184. 


( Collect.) 
Jesus, God of all compassion ! 
Thee we trust, and thee alone: 
Listen to the supplication, 
Which we offer at thy throne: 
Thou can’st cleanse us by thy blood, 
Thou can’st bring our souls to God. 


See us, covered with confusion, 
Kneeling at thy mercy-seat! 

Saviour grant us absolution 
For the offences we commit, 
We've no merits of our own: 
Thee we trust, and thee alone. 

COL. 1.—v. 5, 12. (Epistle.) 

Far from these narrow scenes of night, 
Unbounded glories rise ; 

And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 


No cloud those blissful regions know, 
For ever bright and fair ; 

For sin, the source of mortal wo, 
Can never enter there. 


O, may the heav'nly prospect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love, 

Till wings of faith and strong desire, 
Bear every thought above. 


Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine, 
For thy bright courts on high ; 
Then bid our souls rise up and join 

The chorus of the sky. 


185. 


186. 


Twenty-fourth Sunday after Trinity. 251 


MATT. 1X.—v. 20—23. ( Gospel.) 
Heal us Immanuel, we confess, 
We faintly trust thy word ; 
But wilt thou pity us the less? 
Be that far from thee, Lord ! 
For she who touch’d thee in the press, 
And healing virtue stole, 

Was answer d “ Daughter go in peace, 
Thy faith hath made thee whole.” 
Like her with hopes and fears we come, 

To touch thee, if we may, 

O send us not despairing home, 

Send none unheal'd away. 

PROV. x!v.—v. 32. (Prop. Les.) 
Let reason vainly boast her power 
To teach her children how to die ; 
The sinner in a dying hour, 

Needs, more than reason can supply ; 
A view of Christ the sinner’s friend, 
Alone can cheer him in the end. 
When nature sinks beneath disease, 
And every earthly hope is fled ; 
What then can give the sinner ease ? 
What then can soothe his dying bed? 
Jesus, thy word his heart can cheer, 
He's blest e’en then, if thou art near. 
Then let me die the death of those, 
Whose peace is made through Jesu's blood, 
Who in his faithfulness repose, 

And know that he indeed is God; . 
Around his throne, O may we meet, 
And cast our crowns beneath his feet. 


252 
187. 


Twenty-fifth Sunday after Trinity. 


PRov. xv.—v. 8. (Prop. Les.) 
Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire, 
Utter’d or unexpress’d ; 
The motion of a hidden fire, 
That trembles in the breast. 


. Prayer is the burden of a sigh, - 


188. 


The falling of a tear ; 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 
Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice, 
Returning from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, “ Behold he prays!” 
The saints in prayer appear as one, 
In word, in deed, and mind ; 

While with the Father and the Son, 
Sweet fellowship they find. 

O Thou, by whom we come to God, 
The life, the truth, the way ! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod, 
Lord, teach us how to pray ! 


JER. Xx11—v. 6. (Epistle.) 


Saviour divine, we know thy name 
' And in that name we trust ; 
Thou art the Lorp our RIGHTEOUSNESS 
Thou art thy people’s boast. 


Guilty, we plead before thy throne, 
And low in dust we lie, 

O Saviour! stretch thy gracious arm 
And bring the guilty nigh. 


189. 


190. 


Twenty-Jifth Sunday after Trinity. 258 


Pardon, and peace, and lively hope, 
To sinners now are given; 

Soon shall the Church of Christ exchange 
Her wilderness for heaven. : 


JOHN VI.—v. 14. ( Gospel.) 


This is of a truth the Prophet 
Promis’d to the Church of old: 
Proofs there are sufficient of it, 
Jesus is that one foretold: 
He whom all are call’d to hear ; 
He whom all are bound to fear. 
Glorious Prophet, long expected, 
Come to bless thy Church at last; 
May we walk by Thee directed, 
Till our pilgrimage is past ! 
Then from sin and sorrow free, 
Dwell eternally with thee. 


PROV. Xvi.—v. 16, 22. (Prop. Les.) 


To us the voice of wisdom cries, 
—“ Hearken ye children and be wise ; 
Better than gold the fruit I bear, 
Rubies with me may not compare. 
Happy the man, who daily waits 

o hear me, watching at my gates ; 
Wretched is he, who scorns my voice, 


_ Death and destruction are hig choice.” 


We hear, we learn; may we obey : 
Jesus the life, the truth, the way, 
Wisdom and righteousness we see 


' Grace and salvation, all in thee! 


H a 


254 Saint Andrew's Day. 


191. ROM. X.—v. 15. (Epistle.) 


How beauteous are their feet, 
Who stand on Zion’s hill! 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal ! 
How charming is their voice ! 
How sweet the tidings are! 
“Zion, behold thy Saviour King, 
He reigns and triumphs here.” 
How happy are our ears 
That hear this joyful sound ; 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought, but never found ! 
We never can*repay 
The debt of love we owe: 
Lord, may we give ourselves to thee, 
And all thy goodness know ! 


192. MATT. Iv.—v. 19—22. (Gosp.) 


The Saviour calls—let every ear 
Attend the heavenly sound ; 

Ye doubting souls dismiss your fear, 
Hope smiles reviving round. 

Ye sinners come, ‘tis mercy’s voice ; 
The gracious eall obey ; - 

Mercy invites to heavenly joys— 
And can you yet delay? 

O Saviour, draw reluctant hearts, 
To thee let sinners fly ; 

And take the bliss thy love imparts, 
Believe and never die. 


Saint Thomas the Apostle. 255 


193. JoHN xx.—v. 27-29. (Gos. & Col.) 


194, 


Author of faith, to thee we cry, 

To thee, who woulds't not have us die, 
But know the truth and live: 

Open bur eyes to see thy face, 

“Work in our hearts thy saving grace, 
And life eternal give. 

Be it according to thy word! 

Now may we find a pardoning Lord; 
Let an we ask be given, 

The bar of unbelief remove, 

Open the door of faith and love, 
And guide us unto heaven ! 


EPH. I1.—v. 20-022. (Epistle.) 


See the foundation laid, 
By power and love divine, 
Jesus, the first-born Son, 
How bright his glories shine ! 
Low he descends, in dust he lies, 
That from his tomb a Church might rise. 


And he for ever lives, 
Not for himself alone ; 
Each saint new life derives 
From this mysterious stone ; 
His influence darts through every soul, 
And in one house unites the whole. 
To him with joy we move; 
In him cemented stand; 
The living temple grows, 
And owns the founder’s hand, 
H 2 


256 Saint Thomas the Apostle. 


That structure, Lord, still higher raise, 
Louder to sound its builder’s praise. 

Descend and shed abroad 

The tokens of thy grace, 

And with more radiant beams 

Let glory fill the place ; © 
Our grateful souls shall prostrate fall, 
And own, our God is All in All. 


Conversion of St. Paul. 
195. Acts 1x.—v. 1—6, 20—22. (Epis.) 


’Gainst what foemen art thou rushing ? 
Saul, what madness drives thee on ? 
Innocents i in fury crushing, 

Children of the sinless anes ; 

O how shortly, shall he make his vengeance known. 
See, the Lord from heaven descending 
Smites him, blinds him, lays him low, 

See, the persecutor bending 
Humbly, meekly to the blow! 

See him rising, friend to Christ, no longer foe ! 
Breathing slaughter, chains preparing 
O how fierce his anger burn‘d! 

Now that he has lost his daring, 
And the Gospel truth has learn’d, 
The destroyer, now into a lamb is turn’d. 
Christ, thy power is man’s salvation, 
And thy love is here made known ! 
He, who wrought such desolation 
That thy cause might be o’erthrown, 
Now converted, makes that sacred cause his own. 


196. 


197. 


Purification of St. Mary. 257 


MAL. I1.—v. 2,3. (Ep. & Col.) 


Father in the name I pray 
Of thine incarnate love ; 
Humbly ask that as my day 
My suff’ring strength may prove : 
When my sorrows most increase 
Let my strongest joys be given ; 
Jesus, come with my distress ; 
Then, agony is heaven. 


Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
For good remember me,— 
Me, whom thou hast caus’d to trust 
For more than life on thee: 
With me in the fire remain 
Till like burnish’d gold I shine ; 
Meet, through consecrated pain, 
To see thy face divine. 


LUKE I1.—v. 2931. ( Gospel.) 


’Tis enough—the hour is come ; 
Now within the silent tomb 

Let this mortal frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred clay, 
Since thy mercies oft of old 

By thy chosen seers foretold, 
Faithful now, and stedfast prove, 
God of truth, and God of love! 


Since at length my aged eye 

Sees the day-spring from on high ! 
Those whom death had over spread 
With his dark and dreary shade, 


258 Purification of St. Mary. 


Lift their eyes and from afar, 
Hail the light of Jacob’s star ; 
Waiting till the promis’d ray 
Turn their darkness into day. 
Sun of Righteousness, to thee, 
Lo! the nations bow the knee; 
And the realms of distant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings: 
See the beams intensely shed, 
Shine on Zion’s favour'd head ! 
Never may they hence remove, 
God of truth and God of love !. 


Saint Matthias’ Day. 
198. MATT. xI.—v. 28—30. ( Gospel.) 


Come ye souls by sin afflicted, 
Bow’'d with fruitless sorrow down, 
By the broken law convicted, 
By the tempter’s snares undone: 
Look to Teas: mercy flows through him alone. 


Take his easy yoke and wear it, 
Love will make obedience sweet ; 
Christ will give you grace to bear it, 
While his wisdom guides your feet, 
Safe to glory ; where his ransom’d captives meet. 


Sweet as home to pilgrims weary, 
Light to newly open’d eyes, 
Flowing springs in deserts dreary, 

Is the rest the cross supplies : 

All who taste it, shall to rest immortal rise. 


Annunciation of the Virgin Mary. 259 


199. ISAIAH vil.—v. 14. ( Epistle.) 


Our song shall bless the Lord of all, 
Our praise shall climb to his abode; 
Thee, Saviour, by that name we call, 
The Great Supreme, the Mighty God ! 
Without beginning or decline, 

Object of faith, and not of sense; 
Eternal ages saw him shine, 

He shines eternal ages hence. 

As much, when in the manger laid, 
Almighty Ruler of the sky, 

As when the six day’s work he made 
Fill'd all the morning stars with joy. 
Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, 
Salvation is his dearest claim ; 

That gracious sound well-pleas’d he hears, 
And owns Immanuel for his name | 


200. LUKE 1.—v. 51—55. (Gos. & Col.) 


Brighter than the rising day, 
When the sun of glory shines : 
Brighter than the diamond's ray, 
Sparkling in Golconda’s mines ; 
Beaming through the clouds of wo, 
Smiles in mercy’s diadem 

On the guilty world below, 

The star that rose in Bethlehem. 
When our eyes are dimmed with tears, 
This can light them up again, 
Sweet as music to our ears, 
Faintly warbling o’er the glen, 
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201. 


Annunciation of the Virgin Mary. 


Never shines a ray so bright, 
From the purest earthly gem ; 
O! there is no soothing light, 
Like the star of Bethlehem. 
When this gloomy life is o’er, 
When we smile in bliss above, 
When on that delightful shore, 
We enjoy the heaven of love,— 
O! what dazzling light shall shine 
Round salvation’s purest gem ! 
O! what rays of love divine 
Gild the star of Bethlehem ! 


Saint Mark's Day. 
EPH. Iv.—v. 12, 18, 15, 16. (£p.) 


The saints on earth, and those above, 
But one communion make ; 

Join’d to their Lord in bonds of love, 
All of his grace partake. 

One family, we dwell in him, 
One Church above, beneath ; 

Though now divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of death. 

One army of the living God, 
To his command we bow ; 

Part of the host have cross’d the flood, 
And part are crossing now. 

Lord Jesus, be our constant guide ; 
Then, when the word is given, 

Bid death’s cold flood its waves divide, 
And land us safe in heaven. 


Saint Philip and Saint James. 261 


202. JAMES 1.—v. 12. (Epistle) 


Look up to yonder world, 
See myriads round the throne ! 
Each bears a golden harp, 
- Each wears a golden crown : 
Lo! now they reign with Christ above, 
Behold his face, and sing his love, 


And shall we not aspire, | 

Like them our course to run ? 

The crown if we would wear, 

The cross must first be borne: 
Divinely taught, they showed the way 
First to believe, and then obey. 


208. JOHN. xiv.—v.6. (Gos. & Col.) 


Thou art the way,—to thee alone 
From sin and death we flee; 

And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord by thee. 

Thou art the truth ;—thy word alone 
True wisdom can impart ; 

Thou only canst inform the mind, 
_And purify the heart. 

Thou art the “fe,—the rending tomb 
Proclaims thy conqu'ring arm, 

And those who put their trust in thee, 
Nor death, nor hell shall harm. 

Thou art the way, the truth, the Lfe, 
Grant us that way to know, 

That truth to keep, that Uife to win, 
Whose joys eternal flow. 
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Saint Barnabas the Apostle. 


204. acts xt.—v. 23,24. (Ep. &§ Col.) 


205, 


Spirit of truth on this thy day, © 
To thee for help we cry, 

To guide us through the dreary way 
Of dark mortality. : 

We ask not Lord the cloven flame 
Of tongues of various tone; 

But long thy praises to proclaim, 
With fervour in our own. 

No new prophetic voice we hear, 
No wondrous power we share ; 

Yet hope to feel thy comfort near, 
And bless thee in our prayer. 

When tongues shall cease, and power decay, 
And knowledge empty prove, 

Do thou thy trembling servants stay 
With faith, with hope, with love. 


JOHN x»v.—v. 12—14. ( Gospel.) 


My blessed Saviour is thy love 
So great, so full, so free ? 

O let me give my love, my heart, 
My life, my all to thee [ . 

I love thee for that glorious worth, 
In thy great self I see ; 

I love thee for that shameful cross, 
Thou hast endur’d for me. 

No man of greater love can boast 
Than for his friend to die ; 

But for thy foes, Lord, thou wast slain, 
What love with thine can vie ? 


Saint John Baptist's Day. 263 


206. ISAIAH xL.—v. 3, 4, 5,9. (Ap. & Gos.) 


Hark! through the desert wilds what awful voice 
Swells on the gale, and bids the world rejoice ? 
What Prophet form, in holy raptures led, 

The gray mists hov’ring o’er his sacred head, 
Prepares on earth Messiah’s destin’d way, 

And hastes, the mighty Messenger of day ? 
Lo! echoing skies resound his gladsome strain, 

' & Messiah comes! ye rugged paths be plain ; 

% The Shiloh comes! ye tow’ting cedars bend, 
‘‘ Swell forth ye vallies, and, ye rocks, descend ; 
‘“‘ Burst forth, ye vocal groves, your joy to tell— 
“The God of peace redeems his Israel.” 

How beauteous are the feet of those who bear 
Mercy to man, glad tidings to despair ! 

Far from the mountain’s top, they lovelier seem 
Than moonlight dews, or morning’s rosy beam ; 
Sweeter the voice than spell or hymning sphere, 
And list’ning angels hush their harps to hear. 


207. LUKE 1.—v.77-—79. ( Gospel.) 


Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 

Christ, the true and only light, 

Sun of righteousness arise, 

Triumph o’er the shades of night ; 

Day-spring from on high be near, 
- Day-star in my heart appear. 


Dark and cheerless is the morn, 
Unaccompanied by thee ; 
Joyless is the days return, 

Tih thy mercy’s beams I see ; 
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208. 


Saint John Baptist's Day. 


Till they inward light impart, 
Glad mine eyes, and warm my heart. 


Visit then this soul of mine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
Fill me, Radiancy Divine; 
Scatter all my unbelief: 

More and more thyself display, 
Shining to the perfect day. 


Saint Peter's Day. . 
ACTS Iv.—v. 20, 31, 33. (Prop. Les. & Col.) 


Lord of the Church we humbly pray 

For those who guide us in the way, 
And speak thy holy word ; 

With love divine their hearts inspire, 

And touch their lips with hallow’d fire, 
And needful grace afford. 


Help them to preach the word of God,— 
Redemption through the Saviour’s blood ; 
Nor let thy Spirit cease 
On all the Church his gifts to shower : 
To them a messenger of power ; 
To us of life and peace. 


So may they live to thee alone ; 

Then hear the welcome word—‘Well done,” 
And take their crown above ; 

Enter into their master’s joy, 

And all eternity employ 
{n praise and bliss and love. 


209. 


210. 


Saint James the Apostle. 265 


Il. TIM. Iv.—v. 17, 18. (Less. & Col.) 


Lord, make me faithful to thy call, 
In heart still truly give up all, 
Myself to thee resign ; 
When dangers threaten me around, 
Invincible may I be found, 
Never thy will decline. 


A single eye, a faithful heart, 
My Father to thy child impart, 
In every trying hour ; 
Perplexing thoughts and cares prevent, 
Still keep mine eyes on thee intent, 
Till sight my faith o’erpower. 


ACTS XII. 2. MATT. Xx. V. 22, 23, 28.(E'& G) 


The Son of God goes forth to war, 
A kingly crown to gain: 
His blood-red banner streams afar ! 
Who follow in his train? 
A glorious band, the chosen few 
On whom the spirit came, 
Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, 
And mock’d the cross and flame. 
A noble army—men and boys, 
The matron and the maid, 
Around the Saviour’s throne rejoice, 
In robes of light array’d. 
They climb’d the steep ascent of heaven, 
Through peril, toil, and pain ! 
O God! to us may grace be given, 
To follow in their train. 


266 Saint Bartholomew the Apostle. 


211. acts xx11. v.6. ch. xxvi. v. 17,18. Col.& Les. 


Thou whose Almighty word 

Chaos and darkness heard, and took their flight: 

_ Hear us we humbly pray, 

And where the gospel day, 

Sheds not its glorious ray ; let there be light ; 
Thou, who, didst come to bring 

On thy redeeming wing, healing and light ; 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Light to the inly blind, 

O now to all mankind; let there be light. 
Spirit of truth and love ! 

Life giving Holy Dove; spread forth thy flight! 
Move o’er the water’s face, 
Bearing the lamp of grace, 

And in earth’s darkest place ; let there be light. 
Blessed and Holy Three! 

Glorious Trinity ; wisdom, love, might ! 
Boundless as ocean tide, 
Rolling in fullest pride, 

Thro’ the earth far and wide; let there be light. 


212. acts v.—yv. 12, 13, 14. ( Epistle.) 


Thy sacred influence, Lord, impart ! 
Let all the church thy blessings prove : 
Diffuse thy grace through every heart, 
And perfect us in christian love. 

Thus join’d in fellowship below ; 
 Diffring in gifts, in spirit one ; 

How blest the union we shall know, 
When all shall meet around thy throne! 
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213. II, COR. IvV.—v. 6. (£pistle.) 


See, Lord, our souls confus’d and void, 
With darkness palpable o’erspread, 
Stripp’d of the living form of God, 
Fallen, emphatically dead ; 

Till the eternal Spirit move 

And raise again the spark of love. 
Let there be light, again command, 
And light there in our hearts shall be ; 
We then through faith shall understand 
Thy great mysterious Majesty, 

And by the shining of thy grace, 
Behold in Christ thy glorious face. 


214. matTT. 1x.—v. 9, 13. (Gos. & Col.) 


How long the time since Christ began 
To call in vain on me! 

Deaf to his warning voice I ran 
Through paths of vanity. 

Yet could I hear him once again, 
As I have heard of old, 

Methinks he should not call in vain, 

' His wanderer to the fold. 

O thou, that every thought dost know, 
And answerest every prayer ! 

Try me with sickness, want, or wo, 
But snatch me from despair. 

My struggling will, by grace control, 
Renew my broken vow : 

—What blessed light breaks on my soul ! 
My God! I hear thee now. 
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215. REv. x11.—v. 10, 11. (Epistle.) 


We celebrate their love, whose viewless wing 
Hath left for us so oft their mansion high, 
The mercies of their King, 
To mortal saints to bring, 
Or guard the couch of slumb’ring infancy. 


But thee the First and Last we glorify, 
Who, when thy world was sunk in death and sin, 
3 Not with thine hierarchy 
The armies of the sky, 
But didst with thine own arm the battle win. 
Alone didst pass the dark and dismal shore, 
Alone didst tread the wine-press, and alone, 
All glorious in thy gore, 
Didst light and life restore, 
To us, who lay in darkness and undone! 
Therefore with angels and archangels, we 
To thy dear love, our thankful chorus raise, 
And tune our songs to thee, 
Who art, and art to be, 
«nd endless as thy mercies sound thy praise. 


216. MATT. xviett.—v. 10. (Gos. & Col.) 
Beyond the glitt’ring starry skies 
Far as the eternal hills, 
There, in the boundless worlds of light, 
Our dear Redeemer dwells. 
Legions of angels, bright, and fair, 
In countless armies shine : 
Before him in transporting lays, 
They offer songs divine. 
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As on the torturing cross he hung, 
And darkness vail’d the sky, 

Amaz’d thev saw the awful sight, 
The Lord of glory die ! 


They throng’d his chariot up the skies, 
And bore him to his throne ; 

Then swept their golden harps and cried, 
“ The glorious work is done.” 


217. JUDE—v. 14,15. (Prop. Les.) 


Lo! he comes with clouds descending, 
Once for favour’d sinners slain, 
Thousand, thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train : 

Hallelujah! Jesus shall for ever reign. 
Every eye shall now behold him 
Rob’d in dreadful majesty ; 

Those who set at nought and sold him, 
Pierc’d and nail’d him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, shall the great Messiah see. 

Every island, sea, and mountain, 
Heaven and earth shall flee away ; 

All whe hate him must confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day ; 

Come to judgment! come to judgment! come 

away. 

Now redemption, long expected, 
See in solemn pomp appear ; 

All his saints by man rejected, 
Now shall meet him in the air ; 

Hallelujah! see the day of God appcar. 
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218. 


219. 


Saint Luke the Evangelist. 


LUKE Iv.—v. 18—19. (Les. & Col.) 


Ye mourning sinners! here disclose 
Your deep complaints, your various woes 
Approach—’tis Jesus: he can heal 

The pains which mourning sinners feel. 
To eyes long clos’d in mental night, 
Strangers to all the joys of light, 

His word imparts a blissful ray, 

Bright morning of an heavenly day. 

Nor shall the wretched hopeless lie, 
Beneath the great Physician’s eye: 

Sin’s deepest power his word controls, 
That fatal leprosy of souls. 

O Lord we wait thy healing hand ! 
Diseases fly at thy command ! 

Now let thy sov’reign touch impart 

Life, strength, and health to every heart ! 


II TIM. Iv.—v. 7, 8. (Epistle-) 


“TI the good fight have fought!” 
O when shall I declare ! 
The victory by my Saviour got, 
I long with him to share. 
This blessed word be mine, 
Just as the port is gain’d ; 
“Kept by the power of grace divine, 
I have the faith maintain’d.” 
Who conquer by his might, 
The victor’s crown receive ; 
They claim a kingdom in his right, 
Which God shall freely give. 


Saint Simon and Saint Jude. 971 


220. JOHN xv.—v. 18—21. ( Gospel.) 


Lo, round the throne, a glorious band 
The saints, in countless myriads stand, 
Of every tongue redeem’d to God, 
Array’d in garments wash’d in blood. 
Through trials and distress they came ; 
They bare the cross, despis’d the shame ; 
But now from all their labours rest, 

In God's eternal glory blest. 

O may we tread the sacred road, 

That holy saints and martyrs trod ; 
Wage to the end the glorious strife, 
And win, like them, a crown of life. 


221. sos xLi1.—v. 5, 6. (Prop. Les.) 


O Saviour! when our thoughts recall 
The wonders of thy grace, 

Low at thy feet asham’d we fall, 
And hide our wretched face. 

Do thou for thine own mercy’s sake, 
Our wand'ring souls restore : 

And bid our mourning hearts partake 
The pardon we implore. 

And, while we breathe to thee, O Lord, 
The penitential sigh, 

Confirm the kind forgiving word, 
With pity in thine eye ! 

Then shall the mourners at thy feet 
Rejoice to seek thy face : 

And grateful own how kind, how sweet, 
Thy condescending grace. 
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222. HEB. x11.—v. 1, 2. (Prop. Les.) 
O for the wings of faith, to rise 
Within the vail, and see 
The saints above, how great their joys, 
How bright their glories be ! 


Ask them, from whence their vict’ry came ? 
They, with united breath, 

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
Their triumph to his death. 


They mark’d the footsteps which he trod ; 
His love inspir’d their breast ; 

And foll’wing their incarnate God, 
They enter’d into rest. | 


Our glorious leader, let us bless 
For his own pattern giv’n; 

And for the cloud of witnesses, 
Which show the way to heav’n. 
223. REV. viI.—v. 9—17, ( Epistle.) 
What are these in bright array, 

This innumerable throng, 

Round the altar night and day, 
Hymning one triumphant song : 
“ Worthy is the Lamb once slain, 
Blessing, honour, glory, power, 
Wisdom, riches to obtain, 

New dominion every hour ? ” 
These through fiery trials trod, 
These from great affliction came; 
Now before the throne of God, 
Seal’d with his almighty name ; 
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Clad in raiment pure and white, 
Victor palms in every hand, 

Through their dear Redeemer’s might, 
More than conquerors they stand. 


Hunger, thirst, disease unknown, 
On immortal fruits they feed ; 
Them, the Lamb amidst the throne, 
Shall to living fountains lead ; 

Joy and gladness banish sighs, 
Perfect love dispel all fears, 

And for ever from their eyes, 

God shall wipe away their tears. 


224. Matt, v.—v. 1—12. (Gospel) 


Blest are the humble souls that see 
Their emptiness and poverty ; 
Treasures of grace to them are given, 
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven, 


Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with inward smart; 
The blood of Christ divinely flows, 

A healing balm for all their woes. 


Blest are the souls that thirst for grace, 
Hunger and long for righteousness ! 
They shall be well supplied, and fed 

- With living streams and living bread. 


Blest are the pure, whose hearts are clean, 
From the defiling power of sin ; 

With endless pleasure they shall see 

A God of spotless purity. 
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All Saints Day. 


Blest are the sufferers who partake 
Of pain and shame for Jesus’ sake ; 
Their souls shall triumph in the Lord, 
Glory and joy are their reward. 


REV. X1x.—v. 4—6. (Prop. Les.) 


Hark! the song of Jubilee ; 
Loud as mighty thunders roar, 
Or the fulness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore : 
Hallelujah ! for the Lord, 

God omnipotent, shall reign ; 
Hallelujah ! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 


Hallelujah !—hark ! the sound, 

From the centre to the skies, 

Wakes above, beneath, around, 

-All creation’s harmonies ; 

See, Jehovah’s banners furl’d, 

Sheath’d his sword: he speaks—tis done, 
And the kingdoms of this world 

Are the kingdoms of his Son. 


He shall reign from pole to pole 
With illimitable sway ; 

He shall reign, when like a scroll 
Yonder heavens have pass’d away : 
Then the end ;—beneath his rod, 
Man’s last enemy shall fall ; 
Hallelujah! Christ in God, 

God in Christ, is all in all. 
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Holy Communion. 275 


JOHN VI.—v. 55—58. 
Bread of heaven! on thee we feed, 
For thy flesh is meat indeed : 
Ever let our souls be fed 
With the true and living bread! 
Vine of heaven! thy blood supplies 
This blest cup of sacrifice : 
Lord, thy wounds our healing give, 
To thy cross we look and live. 
Day by day with strength supplied, 
Through the life of him who died ; 


‘Lord of life, oh let us be 


Rooted, grafted, built on thee. 
I. COR. X—v. 16. 


Communion of my Saviour’s blood, 

In him to have my lot and part ; 

To prove the virtue of that flood 

Which burst on Calvary from his heart,— 


To feed by faith on Christ my bread, 
—His body broken on the tree ; 

To live in him, my living head, 

Who died and rose again for me :— 

This be my joy and comfort here, 

This pledge of future glory mine ; 
Jesus, in spirit now appear, 

And break the bread, and pour the wine. 


From thy dear hand may I receive 
The tokens of thy dying love ; 

And, while I feast on earth, believe, 
That I shall feast with thee above. 
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228. LUKE xxI1.—v. 19. 
According to thy gracious word, 
In meek humility, 
This will I do, my dying Lord, 
I will remember thee. 
Thy body, broken for my sake, 
My bread from heaven shall be ; 
Thy testamental cup I take, 
And thus remember thee. 
Gethsemane can I forget ? 
Or there thy conflict see, 
Thine agony and bloody sweat, 
And not remember thee ? 
When.to the cross I turn mine eyes, 
And rest on Calvary, 
O Lamb of God, my sacrifice ! 
I must remember thee :— 
Remember thee, and all thy pains, 
And all thy love to me; 
Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains, 
Will I remember thee. 
And when these failing lips grow dumb, 
And mind and memory flee, 
When thou shalt in thy kingdom come 
Jesus remember me. 


229. HEBREWS XII,—v. 2. 
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 
Which before the cross we spend ; 
Life, and health, and peace possessing, 
From the sinner’s dying friend. 


230. 


Hoty Communion. 277 


May we sit for ever viewing, 
Mercy’s streams in streams of blood ; 
Precious drops our souls bedewing, 
Plead and claim our peace with God ! 
Truly blessed is the station, | 
Low before his cross to lie ; 
While we see divine compassion, 
Floating in his languid eye. 
Love and grief our hearts dividing, 
Gazing here we'd spend our breath ; 
Keep us still in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death ! 
JOHN XIx.—v. 34, 37. 
Rock of ages rent for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee! 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy pierced side which flow’d, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power ! 
Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to thy cross I cling; 
Naked, come to thee for dress; 
Helpless look to thee for grace ; 
Vile, I to the fountain fly ; 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! 
While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eye-strings break in death ; — 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See thee on thy judgment throne ; 
Rock of ages, rent for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee. 
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232. 


Holy Communion. 


‘JOHN VI.—v. 27, 38, .34. 


Brethren come, our Saviour bids us; 
Bids us to a feast of love: 

Bless the Lord, whose bounty, feeds us 
With provision from above ; 
Ye for whom his life is given, 
Come, and eat the bread of heaven. 


Let us think of him who bought us, 
"Tis the Saviour’s sure command : 

When we wandered, Jesus sought us, 
Now he leads us by the hand: 
Lord, we give ourselves to thee : 
Thou, our guide and portion be. 


JOHN I.—V. 29. 


Lamb of God, whose dying love 
Thus thy saints recal to mind, 
Hear us, bless us from above ; 
Let us all thy mercy find : 

Let thy blood by faith applied, 
Every sinner’s pardon seal ; 

All in thee be justified ; 

Every soul thy comfort feel ! 

By thine agony of pain ; 

By thy precious blood we pray ; 
C se our hearts from every stain ; 
Take our load of guilt away: 
Burst our bonds and set us free ; 
Bid our fear and sorrow cease ; 
O remember Calvary ! . 
Saviour! bid us go In peace. 
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Rev.—v. 11, 12, 13. 


Come let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne ; 

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 

“Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry, 
“To be exalted thus: ” 

“Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, 
“ For he was slain for us.” 

Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow’r divine ; 

And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


-The whole creation join in one, 


To bless the sacred name, 
Of him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


REV. v.—v. 12. 


Hark, the notes of angels smging— 
“Glory, glory to the Lamb!” 
All in heav’n their tribute bringing, 

Raising high the Saviour’s name. 
Fill'd with holy emulation, 

Let us vie with those above | 
Sweet the theme—a free salvation ! 

Fruit of everlasting love. 
Endless life in him possessing, 

Let us praise his precious name : 
Glory, honour, pow’r, and blessing, 

Be for ever to the Lamb. 


280 Baptism and Confirmation.* 


235. MARK x.—v. 18—16. 
Jesus, kind inviting Lord, 
We with joy obey thy word: 
And in earliest infancy, 
Bring our little ones to thee. 
Born in sin, and heirs of wrath, 
Save, O save, their souls from death ; 
Purchase of thy blood they are, 
Let them blood-bought blessings share. 
We baptize them at thy word; 
Wash their souls from sin’s deep stain, 
And in thy compassion, Lord, 
Grant them to be born again. 

236. JEREMIAH L.—v. 5. 
While others strive and hope in vain, 
Bound to the world, and slaves to sin, 
A nobler toil may I sustain ; 
A heavenly crown and treasure win. 
Oh happy bond that seals my vows 
To him, who merits all my love! 
Here may I dwell within his house, 
Then to his heavenly courts remove. 
Now rest my long-divided heart, 
Fix'd on this blissful centre rest : 
Freely with all things earthly part, 
With Christ to dwell, in Christ be blest. 
May God, who hears the solemn vow, 
From day to day impart his grace, * 
To work obedience in me now, | 
And fit me to behold his face. 

See pages 160—221 —136. 
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Burial of the Dead. 281 


JOB xIv.—v. 1, 2, 10, 14 


Oft as the bell, with solemn toll, 
Speaks the departure of a soul, 

Let each one ask himself, “‘ am I 

‘«‘ Prepar’d, should I be called to die ? ” 
Only this frail and fleeting breath 
Preserves me from the jaws of .death ; 
Soon as it fails, at once I’m gone, 

And plung’d into a world unknown. 
Lord Jesus! help me now to flee, 
And place my hope alone in thee, 
Apply thy blood, thy Spirit give, 
Subdue my sins, and let me live. 
Then when the solemn bell I hear, 

If sav'd from guilt, I need not fear ; 
Nor would the thought distressing be, 
Perhaps it next may toll for me. 
Rather, my spirit would rejoice, 

And long, and wish to hear thy voice ; 
Glad when it bids me earth resign, 
Secure of heaven if thou art mine. 


REv. XIv.—v. 13. 


What tongue can tell, what fancy paint, 
The moment after death, 
The glories.that surround the saint, 
When yielding up his breath 7? 
One gentle sigh his fetters breaks, 
We scarce can say “ He’s gone!” 
Before the willing spirit takes 
Its mansion near the throne. 
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In heaven they praise the Saviour’s name, 
Enjoy eternal rest, 

Have done with sin, and care, and wo, 
And are completely blest. 

Their faith and patience, love and zeal, 
Should make their mem'ry dear ; 

And, Lord, do thou the prayers fulfil, 
They offer'd for us here ! 


O, may we know the Saviour’s grace, 
And reach that blest abode, 
Where we shall always see his face, 
And ever dwell with God ! 

239. JOHN x1. v. 25, 26. JoB xIx. v. 25, 27. ch.1.21. 

Thou art gone to the grave—but we will not 
deplore thee ; 

Tho’ sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb, 

The Saviour has pass’d thro’ its portals before thee, 

And the lamp of his love is thy guide through 
the gloom. 

Thou art gone to the grave,—we no longer be- 
hold thee, 

Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold 
thee, 

And sinners may hope, since the sinless has died. 

Thou art gone to the grave,—but ‘twere wrong 
to deplore thee, 

When God was thy ransom, thy guardian, thy guide; 

He gave thee, and took thee, and soon will restore 
thee, 

Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour 
hath died. 


Fifth Day of November. 283 


940. NUMB. XXI1II.—v.23. REV. xvilt.—v, 21. 
«What hath God wrought!” might Israel say, 
When Jordan roll’d its tide away, 

And gave a passage to their bands, 

Safely to march across its sands. 


«“ What hath God wrought!” let Britain see, 
Freed from the plagues of Popery, 

Its tenfold night, its iron chains, 

Its galling yoke, its cruel pains. 

‘What hath God wrought!” in glad surprise, 
Shall sound thro’ all the earth and skies, 
When, like a m@ill-stone in the main, 

Proud Rome shall sink, nor rise again. 


‘¢ What hath God wrought!” O blissful theme ! 
Are we redeem’d and call’d by him ? 

Shall we be led the desert thro’— 

And safe arrive at glory too ? 


The news shall every harp employ, 

Fill eee tongue with rapt’rous joy ; 
When shall we join the heavenly throng, 
To swell the triumph and the song ! 


241, 11, 8AM. xx11.—v. 2, 3, 4, 18, 19.( Prop. Les.) 
Praise to the Lord, whose mighty hand 

So oft reveal’d hath sav’d our land; 

And when united nations rose, 

Hath shamed and scourg’d our haughtiest foes. 
When mighty navies from afar, 

To Britain wafted floating war, 

His breath dispers’d them all with ease, 

And sunk their terrors in the seas. 
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While for our princes they prepare 

In caverns deep a burning snare ; 

He shot from heav’n a piercing ray, 

And the dark treach’ry brought to day. 
When Hell and Rome again combine 
New chains to forge, new snares to twine ; 
Obedient winds at God’s command, 
Bring the Deliv’rer to our land. 

Such mighty wonders God hath wrought, 
And down to us salvation brought ; 

And still the care of guardian heav’n 
Secures the bliss itself hath giv’n. 


Thirtieth Day of January. 
242, 1. SAM. I.—v. 11—16. (Prop. Les. & Col.) 


Lord, look on all assembled here, 
Who in thy presence stand, 

To offer up united prayer 
For this our sinful land. 

O may we all, with one consent, 
Fall low before thy throne ; 

With grief the nation’s sins lament, 
The Church’s, and our own. 

Great God of Hosts, deliv’rance bring ; 
Guide those who hold the helm ; 

Support the State, preserve the Queen, 
And spare the guilty realm :— 

Or, should the dread decree be past, | 
And we must feel the rod, 

Let faith and patience hold us fast 
To our correcting God ! 


Twenty-ninth Day of May. 285 


243, 11. SAM. xix. Vv. 9, 10, 15. (Prop. Les.& Col.) 
Zion rejoice, and Judah sing ! 
The Lord assumes his throne, 
Let Britain own the heavenly King, 
And make his glories known. 
He reigns upon th’ eternal hills, 
Distributes mortal crowns ; 
Empires are fix’d beneath his smiles, 
And totter at lie frowns. 
Let tyrants make no more pretence 
To vex our happy land ; 
Jehovah’s name is our defence, 
~ Our buckler is his hand. 
Long may the Queen our Sov’reign live 
To rule us by her word ; 
And all the honours she can give 
Be offer’d to the Lord. 
Twentieth Day of June. 
244. 1. TIM. 1.—v. 1,2. ( Collect.) 
Lord! thou hast bid thy people pray, 
For all that bear the sov’reign sway, 
And thy vicegerent’s reign ; 
Rulers, and Governors, and Pow’rs ; 
And lo! in faith we pray for ours : 
Nor can we pray in vain. 
O Lord thy chosen servant guard, 
And every threatening danger ward 
From her anointed head ; 
Her heart to thy blest will incline, 
And through the path of peace divine, 
To life eternal lead. 
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245. 


Twentieth Day of June. 


Cover her enemies with shame, 
Defeat their dire malicious aim, 
Their baffled hopes destroy ; 
But show’r on her thy blessings down, 
Crown her with grace, with glory crown, 
And everlasting joy. 


Secure us of her royal race, 

A King to stand Helare thy face 
And exercise thy pow’r! 

With wealth, prosperity, and peace 

Our Nation and our Church to bless, 
Till time shall be no more. 


JOSHUA I1.—v. 2—9. (Prop. Les.) 


Lord of heaven, and earth, and ocean, 
Hear us from thy bright abode ; 

While our hearts, with deep devotion, 
Own their great and gracious God ; 

Now with joy we come before thee, 
Countless have thy mercies been ; 

Lord of life, and strength, and glory, 
Guard our Church, and guide our Queen, 


Thee with humble adoration, 
Lord, we praise for mercies past ; 
Strength of this most favour'd nation 
May thy mercies ever last : 
May our sons appear before thee, 
In thy Church thy love be seen ; 
Lord of life, and light, and glory, 
Bless thy people ;—bless our Queen. 


For the Epistles and Gospels on the four preceeding 
ays, see Hymns 37, 93, and 182. 
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246. LAMENT, I1I.—v. 22, 23. 


O God of truth, Almighty Lord 
Thou rulest all things by thy word, 
Thy sun-beams deck the rising morn, 
Thy rays the sultry noon adorn. 


Extinguish Lord, th’ unhallow’'d fire 
Of sinful strife, and vain desire ; 

O, bid our pains, our sorrows cease, 
And fill our hearts with holy peace. 


« O may our lips confess thy name, 
Our lives thy power and grace proclaim, 
With love divine, our hearts inspire, 
And fill us with thy holy fire. 


247. I THES. v.—v. 10. 


Saviour, breathe an evening blessing, 
Ere repose our spirits seal ; 
Sin and want we come confessing, 
Thou canst save, and thou canst heal ; 
Though destruction walk around us, 
Though the arrow past us fly, 
Angel-guards from thee surround us, 
We are safe, if thou art nigh. 


Though the night be dark and dreary, 
Darkness cannot hide from thee ; 
Thou art He, who never weary, 
Watchest where thy people be; 
Should swift death this night o’ertake us, 
And our couch become our tomb ; 
May the morn, in heaven awake us, 
Clad in light and deathless bloom. 
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248, 1 COR. vit.—v. 2981. v4 
As o’er the past my memory strays 
Why heaves the secret sigh ? 
"Tis that I mourn departed days 
Still unprepared to die. 


The world and worldly things beloved 
My anxious thoughts employ’d, 

And time unhallowed, unimproved, 
Presents a fearful void. 


Yet, Holy Father, wild despair, . 
Chase from my lab’ring breast ; 

Thy grace it is that prompts the prayer, 
Thy grace can do the rest. 


My life’s brief remnant all be thine, 
And when thy sure decree, 

Bids me this fleeting breath resign, 
O speed my soul to thee. 


249. REV. Xx1.—v. 2—6. 
Then it burst, the glorious view, 
In the Spirit as I lay ; 
Heavens and earth created new, 
For the first were pass’d away : 
Sea was none, with billowy roar 
Severing shore from kindred shore ; 
But refulgent as a bride 
For her husband beautified. 
Forth from heaven and God descending, 
Lo! the Holy City came, 
Glories past expression blending, 
New Jerusalem her name ! 


Of the Year. © 289 


Hark! a voice from heaven,—“ Our God 
» Plants with men his blest abode ; 

They his hallow’d people ; He, 

He, their present God shall be.” 


‘“¢God’s own hand from all their eyes 
Wipes for ever every tear ; 

Death is dead—no more to rise ; 

Pain and sorrow disappear.” 

Hark ! he speaks—the first, the last : 
‘’See! the whole creation past ! 

A new universe begun ! 

Write the changeless truth—’Tis done !” 


250. REV. x.—v. 1—6.—c. xx1. v. 21—23. 


And who is He? the vast, the awful form, 

Girt with the whirlwind, sandall’d with the storm ? 
A western cloud around his limbs is spread, 

His crown a rainbow, and a sun his head. 

To highest heaven he lifts his kingly hand, 

And treads at once the ocean and the Jand; 
And hark! his voice amid the thunder’s roar ! 
His dreadful voice, that time shall be no more ! 


Lo! cherub hands the golden courts prepare, 
Lo! thrones are set, and every saint is there; 
Nor sun, nor moon they need,—nor day nor night, 
God is their temple, and the Lamb their light. 
Ten thousand harps attune their mystic song, 
Ten thousand thousand saints the strain prolong ; 
“ Worthy the Lamb! omnipotent to save, 
Who died, who lives, triumphant o’er the grave {” 
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251. JOHN vI.—v. 32, 33, 35, 50, 51, 65. 


Thee, mighty Father, we adore, 

And praise thy name for evermore ; 
Whose bounty feeds all Adam’s race, 
And fills the hungry soul with grace. 
Great co-eternal Son, to thee, 

With one consent we bow the knee, 
For our salvation man become, 

Thou didst not scorn the virgin’s womb. 
The Paschal Lamb, foreshown of old 
In thee, sweet Jesu! we behold, 

And pardon through thy blood receive, 
While on thy cross, we look, and live. 
Thee too, all hallow’d mystic Dove, 
We ever bless, and ever Jove: 

Thy wonders, how shall we declare ? 
The Lord was born, the virgin bare ! 
Almighty, everlasting Three, 

No other God, we have but thee ; 

Thy glorious works, Immortal King, 
In triumph thus we daily sing. 


252. I COR. 111 —v. 6, 7. 


Almighty Father, bless the word, 

e¢ Which through thy mercy we have heard ; 
O may the precious seed take root, 
Spring up, and bear abundant fruit. 
So may we use the means of grace, 
While in thy courts we seek thy face ; 
That all who worship here may mect 
Round thy celestial mercy seat. 
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253. ROMANS 1.—v. 16. 
Now may the gospel’s conqu’ring pow’r ; 
Be felt by all assembled here ! 
So shall this prove a joyful hour, 
And God’s own arm of strength appear. 
Lord, let thy mighty voice be heard, 
Speak in thy word and speak with pow’ ; 
So shall thy glorious name be feared, 
By those who never fear’d before. 
O pity those who live in sin, 
Preserve them from the sinner’s doom : 
Open the ark and take them in, 
And save them from the wrath to come. 


254. I THES. I.—v. 5. 


See, from Zion’s sacred mountain, 
Streams of living water flow : 
God has opened there a fountain ; 
Which supplies the world below. 
They are blessed, who its sov’reign virtue know. 
Hark, the voice of love proclaiming, 
Mercy through a Saviour’s blood ! 
Vain the schemes of human framing, 
This alone is own'd of God. 
"Tis the gospel, points to heaven and shows 
the road. 
May the power that brings salvation, 
Still exerted in the word, 
By its quick’ning operation, 
Life impart, and joy afford! 
Life to sinners: joy to those who know the Lord. 
1 2 ; 
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255. HEBREWS Iv.—v. 12. 


Thy word, Almighty Lord, 
Where’er it enters in, 

Is sharper than a two-edged sword 
To slay the man of sin. 


Thy word is power and life ; 
It bids confusion cease, 

And changes envy, hatred, strife, 
To love, and joy, and peace. 


Then let our hearts obey 

The gospel’s glorious sound, 
And all its fruits from day to day, 

Be in us and abound. 


256. ROM. xv.—v. 138, 33. 


Lord dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace: 
Let us all thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 
O refresh us, trav’lling through this wilderness. 


Thanks we give and adoration, 
For the gospel’s joyful sound: 
May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound : 
May thy presence, with us evermore be found. 


So whene’er the signal’s given 
Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angels’ wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey ; 
May we ever, reign with Christ in endless day 


257. 


258. 


Close of Divine Service. 


I PET. v.—yv. 10, Ll. 


Christian brethren, ere we part, 
Let us each with grateful heart, 
Once more to our Father raise 
Our united hymns of praise. 
Here, perhaps, we meet no more ; 
But we seek a brighter shore, 
Where, above all sin and pain, 
Brethren, we shall meet again. 
To the Triune God of heaven 
Love and praise be ever given ; 
Here, and by his hosts above, 
Endless praise, adoring love. 


HEBREWS v.—v. 10. 


Thou great Redeemes, dying Lamb ; 
We love to hear of thee; 

No music like thy charming name, 
Nor half so sweet can be. 

O may we ever hear thy voice, 
In mercy to us speak | 

And in our Priest will we rejoice, 
Thou great Melchisedec. 

Jesus shall be our constant theme, 
While in this world we stay ; 

We'll sing the Saviour’s lovely name, 
When all things else decay : 

When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all the favour’d throng, 

Then will we sing more sweet and loud, 
And Christ shall be our song. 
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259. REV. 1.—v. 5,6. ch. Iv.—v. 2. 


Glory, glory everlasting, 
Be to him, who bore the cross ! 
Who redeem’d our souls, by tasting, 
Death, the death deserv'd by us; 
Spread his glory, who redeem’d his people thus. 


His is love, ’tis love unbounded, 
Without measure, without end ; 
Human thought is here confounded, 
"Tis too vast to comprehend; 
Praise the Saviour, magnify the sinner’s friend. 


While we hear the wondrous story 
Of the Saviour’s cross and shame, 
Sing we “everlasting glory 
Be to God, and to the Lamb.” 
Saints and Angels, giv® ye glory to his name. 


260. EZEKIEL XXXVI.—V. 26, 27, 


Now, gracious Lord, thine arm reveal, 
And make thy glory known ; 

Now, let us all thy presence feel, 
And soften hearts of stone ! 


Help us to venture near thy throne, 
And plead a Saviour’s name ; 
For all that we can call our own, 
Is vanity and shame. 


Send down thy Spirit from above, 
That saints may love thee more; 

And sinners now may learn to love, 
Who never lov’d before. 
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261. COLos. 1.—v. 5, 6. 


Praise we him, by whose kind favour, 
Heavenly truth has reach’d our ears ! 
May its sweet reviving savour 
Fill our hearts, and chase our fears ! 
Truth—how sacred is the treasure ! 
Teach us, Lord, its worth to know ! 
Vain’s the hope,and short the pleasure, 
Which from other sources flow. 


What of truth we've now been hearing, 
Lord to every heart apply ! 

In the day of thine appearing, 
May we share thy people's joy ! 

*Till thou take us hence for ever, 
Saviour, guide us with thine eye ; 

This our aim, our sole endeavour, 
Thine to live, and thine to die ! 


262. I JOHN Iv.—v. 16. 


What in thy love possess I not ? 

My star by night, my sun by day, 

My spring of life when parch’d with drought, 
My wine to cheer, my bread to stay : 

My strength. my shield, my safe abode, 

My robe before the throne of God. 


In suffering, be thy love my peace. 

In weakness, be thy love my power ; 

And when the storm of life shall cease, 

Jesus, in that important hour, 

In death, as life, be thou my guide 

And save me, who for me hast died ! 
14 
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263. I THESS. I1.—v. 13 


Again our ears have heard the voice, 
At which the dead shall live ; 

O may the sound our hearts rejoice, 
And strength immortal give! 


And have we heard the word with joy ? 
And have we felt its power ? 

To keep it be our bless'd employ, 
To life’s extremest hour. 


264. HEBREWS XII1.—v. 15. 


Glory to God! with joyful adoration 

Sing praises, sing praises; his power proclaim : 
Praise we the Lord, the strength of our salvation, 
And, worshipping before him adore his name. 


Praise him for mercies ; blessings ever flowing, 

His love, which redeem’d us from death make 
known. 

Praise him in life, with holy rapture glowing ; 

Then worship him with angels before his throne. 


265. Ir COR. XI11.—v. 14. 


May the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father’s boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit’s favour, 
Rest upon us from above. 


Thus may we abide in union, 
With each other, and the Lord ; 

And possess in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 


Doxologies. 297 


To Father, Spirit, Son, 
Whom angel hosts adore ; 

Give worship, honour, glory, power, 
Both now and evermore. 


To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God. the Holy Ghost, 

All glory be from saints on earth, 
And from the angel-host. 


Holy, Holy, Holy Lord, 

Ever be thy name ador’d, 

Thee to laud in hymns divine, 
Saints above and angels join; 
We with them our voices raise, 
Echoing thine eternal praise 
With adoring rapture cry, — 
Glory be to God most High. 


Hail Father, Hail Eternal Son, 

Hail Sacred Spirit, three in one: 
Blessing and thanks and power divine, 
Thrice Holy Lord, be ever thine. 


Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


Glory, honour, praise and power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever! 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer ! 
Hallelujah, praise the Lord ! 
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7. Praise the Father, God of heaven, 
Him who reigns supreme on high: 
Praise the Son, for sinners given, 
Both to suffer and to die: 
Praise the Spirit, who prepares us for the sky. 


8. To God, who chose us in his Son, 
Ere time its course began ; . 
To Christ, who left his radiant throne, 
And died for wretched man ; 
To God the Spirit, who applies 
The Lamb’s atoning sacrifice ;— 


To the Eternal, Equal ‘Three, 
The undivided One, 

Let saints and angels both agree 
To give the praise alone ; 

In earth, in heaven, by all ador’d 

The Holy, Holy, Holy Lord! 


9. All glory to God 
In his highest abode, 
Who sits on the throne! 
All glory to Jesus his crucified Son! 


All glory, and praise 
To the Spirit of grace ! 
The Eternal I am; 
Let his saints, and his angels for ever 
proclaim. 


THE END. 
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